Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 





IJl ■■« -"- ■ ■ ■« ■■*■**' 



600042878Z 



^i 






^ 



322. 



4'-< 



ifc^; 



■1 



t 



■I*' " py*^^ ■^ 



. i 



LA PESTE 



POEMA 



DI 



GUIDO SORELLI 



DA FIRBNZE 



AUTORE DE' « MIEI PENSIERl** 



TRADUTTORE DI MILTON. 



LONDRA: 

PER L'AUTORE, 18, PICCADILLY ; 

/ 

DUIAU E CO. SOHO SQUARE; SAUNDERS B OTLBY, CONDUIT 
STREET; ROLANDI, BERNER8 STREET. 

1834. 



THE PLAGUE 



A POEM 



BT 



GUIDO SORELLI 



OF FIiORBNC£ 



7 



AUTHOR OF << I MIEI FENSIERI 



tt 



AMD 



TRANSLATOR OF MILTON. 



THE ENOUSH VERSION 



BT 



MISS PARDOE, 



LONDON: 
FOR THE AUTHOR, 18, PICCADl 

DULAU AND CO. 80H0 SQUARE; SAUNDERS AND OTLEY, CONDUIT 
street; ROLANDl, BBRNERS STREET. 

1834. 




3^^• 



A' 



SUOI SOTTOSCRITTORI, 



INTTTOLA IL PRESENTE VOLUME 



IL RIGONOSCENTE 



L'OBBUGATISSIMO £ OBBEDIENTISSIMO LORO SERVO, 



&83EBB S^l&^OCIOE. 



18, PiecMliUy. 



5:>(. 



TO 



HIS SUBSCRIBERS, 



THE PRESENT VOLUME IS 



GRATEFULLY AND SINCERELT INSCRIBED, 



BY THEIR OBLIGED AND OBEDIENT SERYANT, 



^mWM S^l&lEOX 



18, Piccadilly. 



PREFAZIONE. 



II segno terribile (ultimamente apparso) dell' ira del 
cielo con gli uomini,) ^ il t^ma, clie gik due anni mi fii 
snggerito da persona di cui mi pregio essere amico. 

Scoraggito io daU' altezza del soggetto, lasciai passare 
alquanti mesi, senza che mi bastasse V animo d' applicar- 
mivi, dopo che piacque alia Prowidcinza che mi fiacessi 
a trattarlo. 

Com' io vi sia riuscito, a me non tocca a decidere. 

Quel che mi ^ lecito dire si h, che non mai in fdturo 
aprir6 questo yolumetto senza provar sentiment! della piti 
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PREFACE. 



The terrible sign which latdy appeared, of the wrath of 
God towards man, was the. subject suggested to me 
about two years ago, by one of whosie friendship I am 
proud. 

Startled at the difficulty of the undertaking, I suffered 
many months fo elapse, ere I could summon sufficient re- 
solnticm to apply myself to the task proposed ; — it however 
pleased Providence that I should make the attempt.-— With 
what success, is not for me to determine. The only re- 
mark which I shall permit myself to make, is to express 
a conviction that in after-years, I shall never open this 
little volume without experiencing the most Hvely senti- 
ments of gratitude towards those to whose generous pa- 
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santa gratitudine verso tutti i generosi che V haxi* voluto 
proteggere col darmi modo di pubblicarlo: e principal- 
mente verso la Damina, che, nell' Aprile degli anni, si h 
gik meritata un posto eminente fra chi si applica a qaegli 
studj, che 

'* Leyan' di terra al ciel nostro intelletto/' 

e die col dono elegante della di lei versione lia dato un* 
esempio di qaella generosity verso lo straniero, che carat- 
terizza singolarmente la nazione Inglese — nazione, che, 
dopo Italia mia, mi sark sempre la piti cara., 

Non v' ^ dubbio che la po]itica h morte della Poesia. — 
Fan' di ci6 fede quel canti della Divina Commedia, che, 
dopo r era di Dante, sprofondkrono con V andar del tempo 
neU' Inferno suo, da dove non risorgeranno piti mai a des- 
tare interesse nella mente 6 nel cuore d^li uomini. 

Che vi son parti nel mio poema, che san' di politica, 
temo potrit esser V opinione d' alcun' de' miei lettori. 

Ma siccome il dar conto verace di s^, e de' propri senti- 
menti h cosa a noi medesimi difficUissima, h certamente 
cosa impossibile ad altrui 1' indovinarci e somma preson- 
zione il sentenziare. 

Mi sia quindi permesso spiegare (da quel che mi par'^di 
sentire), qual io mi credo di essere* 

lo detesto ogni poHtica che separa i cuori da' cuori, col 
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tronage its paUication must be lefeired ; and especially to 
the Lady who» in the morning of life, has already merited 
a comE^icaons pUce among tiie few who devote them- 
selves to studies which :-— 

'' LeTsn' di terra al Ciel ni^trojAtc^tto"* 

and who by her version of the following poem affords an 
instance of that generosity towards strangers, which sin- 
golarly characterizes the English nation,— ^ nation which 
I shall, after my own Italy, ever love above all others. 

There can be no doubt that politics are the death of 
poetry. This truth is established in those Cantos of " La 
Divina Commedia," which, after the era of Dante, sank' 
deeper and deeper by the lapse of time into his " Inferno," 
whence they can never again emerge to awaken interest 
in the mind or in the heart of man. 

That there are portions of my poem which are political, 
will, I apprehend, be the opinion of some of my readers. 

Buti^ if it be one of the most difficult of all things, to give 
even to ourselves a true account of our own motives and 
feelings, how impossible must it be for others to guess 
at them, how presumptuous in them to pronounce a judg- 
ment. May I then be permitted, ere I am condemned, to 
explain from what I really feel, that which I believe 
myself to be? 

I detest all political bias which separates heart from 
heart— which awakens hatred and vengeance in the breast 

** * Exalt oar intellect from earth to heaven." 
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destar odio e vendetta nel petto degli uomini, gik tanto 
nuseri per easer tali . dove Y occhio dell' Etemo non vegli 
difensore ad ogni bkttito del loro caore ! 

Quindi h che quanto aborro il rancore politico di Dante, 
altrettanto ammiro— idolktro— 1' amar che fkPetrarca, nella 
Pace, il ben^ssere di tutti i suoi. Quindi h, che, se ho 
parlato, Y ho £atto ad esempio suo 

" ' Per vcr dire 

" Non per odio d* altrai, n^ per dispetto,** 

e che, fautore io della Pace pregher6 sempre a Dio] (finch' 
avr6 giorni di vito) e grider6 sempre agU uomini 



"Rwe! Pace!! Pace!!! 



f9 



Londra, 18, Piccadilly. 
Ai 31 Marzo, 1834. 
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PRBFACB. Zl 

of man— already sufficiently miserable that he is mortal—- 
should the eye of the Eternal God cease to watch over 
and r^ulate every pulsation of his heart. 

Even as I abhor the political virulence of Dante, do I 
admire— idolize— *that feeling of Petrarch, which, breath- 
ing love to all mankind, inculcates benevolence and peace. 
If therefore, I have expressed my sentiments, I have done 
so: 

*« — — per Ter dire 

Non per odio d* altmi, n^ per dispettOy*^ 

and. lover as I am of Peace, I shall never cease to solicit 
of my Gk)d9 (so long as I have life) and to exclaim to all 
mankind: 

" Peace! Peace!! Peace!!!" 



€€ 



In all truth ; 



'* And not through hatred or despite of num.*' 



London, 18, Piccadilly. 
March 31, 1834. 



fek. 



LA PESTE. 



LIBRO PRIMO. 



Fuor' del mist^ro gik della sua G16ria 
Tonato ha Dio ! Hanne tremato i Ci^li : 
Prostrati si son' gli Angioli : cessato 
Han* tutte 1* Arpe angMiche : s* h Gi6ja 
Velata il vdlto ; e un non s5 che d' opaco 
S* ^ nel Gi6mo de* Ci^li 6ggi mischiato ! 

Gran Dio, che fia ? Di provocato sd6gno 
S6gnj son* qu^sti, oh cferto ! Ah qu^sto h d* ira 
Segnale e di vi^d^tta ! Contra 1* u6mo ? 
Ah si ! Deh ! nol ferir. Padre ! Sosp^ndi* • • • 
Sosp^di anc6ra il c61po, e gli errdr' suoi 
D6na a Merc^, ch' h in T^, gran Dio, natura ! 
Om^, m^ntr* io si pr^go, il raccapriccio 
M* agghiaccia il cu6re al su6n' di v6ce iv' 6ntro, 
" Pregar, che non s* ad6mpia il vol^r Mio 
£l dei delitti il mkssimo !*' s' ad^mpia ! 
Al vol^r Tuo rass6gnoim, e m' umilio. 

Gik, per s6 spalancktesi, le P6rte 
Avean* de' Ci^li 1' Angelo fa6r m^sso. . . • 



THE PLAGUE. 



BOOK THE FIRST. 

From the mysterious cloud, which veils His throne 
Our God hath thuuder'd — and the trembling Heavens 
Have quail'd beneath the terrors of His voice ! 
e kiveeling Angels, prostrate at the sound, 
ve hush'd their sacred harps — and awe-struck Joy 
Hath veiled her glowing brow; — while vapours strange 
And shapeless, shroud the vast expanse of Heaven. 

Great God ! what may ensue ? Is this the sign 
Of thy dread anger ? • . • .of thy coming wrath ? 
And wilt Thou war with man ? Almighty Lord, 
Blast him not utterly— suspend the stroke ; 
And by thine essence, which is mercy. Lord, 
Tmt his sins with pity. Yet, alas ! 
As thus I cry, there freezes at my heart 
A dread, which shapes itself into the voice 
Of prayer ; deep, humble, and soul stricken prayer. 
" I know that to contend against Thy will. 
Is of all sins the greatest— I am Thine, 
Thy will be done— to that I meekly bend. 
And bow in all humility to Thee !" 
Heav'n's gates unfold lliemselves; and forth he comes, 
God's stem avenging Angel ; bearing Death 
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Dell' ira del Signor Y Angel ministro !•»••. 
Angel di m6rte agli ubmini ! La Gi^a, 
(Uscito lui) scop^rtasi la frdnte, 
' Del suo sorriso gli kngioli a far li^ti 
Ricominciato av^a. Le gi^ depdste 
Ghirlande d' amaranto essi riprese, 
E surti, dall' ang^liclie lor Chtre 
Uscir f6an' su6ni F ^re di dolcdzza 
Tutto d* intdmo ad empiere ! 

" Son* giuste, 
Giuste (ei cosi cantkvan} le Tue vie 
Sono, o Geli6va ! o Dio, che fsd. hekto 
Chi Ti s^rve, chi T' ama e chi Ti t^me, 
Non perch6 fiilmin' hai, ma perch^ Padre 
Sei di bontk. • • .Bontk Tu st^sso e Face. 
In ci^l per Te siam* kngioli. . • .nel ciMo 
Che Tu di T6 compdni a chi Ti piace, 
Ch6 il ci^l, che si ci bea, h il Tuo sorriso. 
Opra di mano Tua tutto h Tuo d6no 
Quant' h, quant' hai creato, e s^nte e spira i 
Ma di tutti i Tuoi d6ni il piil bel d<5no 
£ il VoUr, che Tu Lihero hai largito 
Agli Angioli ed* all*^ U6m. Tu qui princlpi 
A Ti mostrar lor Dio. Padre pietoso 
A Ti mostrare in s6guito pros6gui, 
Quando la c61pa de' tentati lavi 
Col sangue prezioslssimo del Figlio : 
E allor Ti mostri Giiidice tr^m^ndo 
Quand* all' inferno 1' kngel tentat6re 
Danni e 1' u6m rho, che in Cristo Tuo non cr^e \ 

Per r u5mo, omfe, per ru6mo 6ggi s' acciglia 
La fr6nte Tua, Geh6va ! — Ei la misura 
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To man, and to his seed. Even as he speeds 
His downward flight through space, reviving Joy 
Unveils once more her beauty ; and with smiles 
Of Heaven's own brightness, cheers the Angel-Host; 
And they, who on the starry vault had cast 
Their amaranth circlets, grasp those wreaths again ; 
And, rising, waken their angelic harps 
To melodies of Heaven, which melt in air. 
And die like subtil essences, whose power 
Is felt when they have pass*d. 

" Thy ways are ju^," 
{Thus sing they:) " Oh Jehovah! blessing those 
Who love, who serve, who fear Thee — ^less, oh Lord, 
Because the Lightning dwells with Thee, than that 
Thou art their Father — that from Thee they draw 
Groodness and Peace — that to Thy Love tiiey owe 
That they are Angels in Thy glorious Heaven, 
That Heaven which is Thyself — and where Thy smile 
Makes an eternity of blessedness. 
Above, around, beneath us, all is Thine ; 
Thy will hath fashion'd» and Thy hand hath form'd 
All that hath breath and life. All is Thy gift : 
Yet above all, oh Lord ! Thy mightiest boon 
Is that proud freedom, men and angels, bless'd 
By Thine Almighty goodness, share alike. 
'Tis here indeed we feel that Thou art God 
Our Father and our Lord : who, with the blood 
Of Thine own Christ, did'st wash away our sins,— • 
Whom to deny is death ! Who, with a brow 
Severe and stem, wilt judge us one and aU, 
The Apostate-angel, and the Atheist man. 
Alas ! Thy frown is lowering even now : 
The measure of iniquity is full ; 
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D' iniqiiitati ha c61ma ; assai lo annunzia : 

Dell' ira Tua V armato Angel di M6rte 

Test^ dal Cielo uscito a fare strazio 

Chi ah. di quante Tittime segnate ! 

Merc^, Signor, merc^ ! Lucifer' ^mpio 

Bide, e, rid^ndo, ad ingoiar spalaaca 

Gik nelle fkuci orr^nde i peccat6ri ! 

Dacch^ nel m6ndo, a Te nemico e all' u6mo 

Fh di regnare k S^tana perm6sso, 

II m6ndo. . . .il m6ndo st^sso da Sat^a 

Fii per gli u6mini in laccio convertito, 

Entro cui pr^i ^cile ei pot^sse 

Di T^ tranarli imm^mori all* Inferno, 

Frutto d' klbero inf^tto ei dalla culla 

L' uom peccatore, a tr^ nemici incdntro 

(Al m6ndo, a S^, a Luctfero) m^sti^ri 

Pugnar gli h sempre : e se di star yegliandcy 

Un sol momento om^tte 6 di pregarti. 

Con suo vantaggio stibito 1' assale, 

£, a divorarlo, abbkttelo il Dem6nio. 

Quanto Vlver nel m6ndo e 1' alma av^e 

V61ta, fubr d' 6sso, a amar T6 s61o in ci^lo, 

Tu sai quant' h difficile, o Sign6re ! 

Ch* u6m' ti fac6sti, e, giunto all' tdtim' 6ra, 

Cos' h sentisti il cr^dersi da Dio, 

Che per provar si c^a, abbandonato ! 

*' Padre, perch6" (sclamasti) '* m* abbanddni ?"^ 

(Quasi d' ^sser scordando crocifisso) 

All' agonia del dubbio, che di m6rte 

Minacciar quasi 1' knima ti parve I 

Ed ^ri Tu pur Dio ! Tn, e^nza macchia I 
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The fiat hath gone forth ; and in his might 

rhe avenging Angel stands, at whose high beck 

Forth flash ti^e lightnings of Thy hoarded ire. 

By Thee commission' d, who shall stay his hand ? 

Or who shall number, as he works Tky will. 

The victims of his vengeance ? Hear us. Lord ! 

Have mercy on the weakness of mankind ! 

With gaping jaws sits Satan in his place. 

Prompt to devour his prey, and to o'erwhelm 

The world in his own ruin. Hear us. Lord! 

Since he, the treacherous enemy of souls. 

Hath walked the Earth, that Earth hath been a snare. 

He stifles all our memories of Thee 

In some fell hour: and in that hour, lost man 

Becon^es his victim : man, the canker'd fruit 

Of an infected tree — man bom in sin; 

Who from his cradle hath three mighty foes 

With whom to battle through his earthly life 

The world. . . .that gilded lure, that specious bait. 

Which dazzles while it damns — nor less against 

That foe to virtue, his own fainting heart. 

Or he — the Tempter, ever on the watch 

For an unguarded moment, to rush in 

And claim the soul which had denied its Grod! 

Thou knowest. Lord! how many earthly ties 

Are twin'd about our spirits — how the world 

Beguiles us of the Love we owe to Thee ! 

Even Thou, God as Thou art, in the last hour, 

Wlien thou wert writhing on the Cross, • did'st feel 

The anguish of that fear, which, more than aU 

Of mortal misery, bows the sinking soul : 

The fear of being abandoned by Thy God. . • • 

That Holy One, who sometimes hides His face 

To try the strength of man's too failing faith. 

*• My God!" didst Thou exclaim in tibat dark hour, 

•' Why hast Thou thus forsaken me, my God ?" 

Before that awfiil fear Thy mortal pangs 

Were all forgotten: nail, and bond, and spear, 

Had lost their power to wound : upon Thy soul 

Settled the Doubt of Death ! Yet Thm wert God ! 

In Thee there was no sin — the gleaming wings 
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Tu, del c^l^ste Spirito daU' ali, 

Che baldacchino ti fac^an*, prot^tto ! 

Ma r u6m ! ma V u6mo! ah mlsero ! Congiura 

Tutto a danno degli u6mini Y Inferno, 

E, se r Inferno ass6nna, il 'c6rlo t^nta. 

Delia Tua gl6ria un raggio. • • .un raggio s61o 
Ah pur splend^sse agli u6mini ! Oh c6m' 6i 
D' 6dio s61 d^gno aborreHeno il m6ndo, 
E, di Te hmamorktisi e del ci^lo, 
AbbraccierJen' la Cr6ce, arra di Pace ! 
Del Tuo b^l lume al raggio, ch' h Virtude^ 
U int^U^tto dell' ubmo stenebrato 
Discemeria, che T^nebre. . . .che Pianto, 
Null* altro h *1 m6ndo : e, pace disperando 
Di mai god^re in T6rra, su cui n^gra 
Nube hai sosp^sa Tu — *' Maledizi6ne l** 
T6 a contemplare il c6r, 1' knima tutta 
L' u5m volg^r^bbe. In tal contemplazi6ne 
Tutto ass6rto, in un mar di tutta gi6ja 
(Ch* h il contemplarti e 1' ^ssere beato 
S61o una c6sa!) ei sentiriasi V u6mo ; 
E nelle vie spin68e, 6ve, a far pr6va 
Dell' am6r suo per T^, d^e camminare, 
Sarla d* un Die, ch* h Padre in ci^lo ^t^mo, 
II non lontan prosp^tto glori6so 
Bklsamo alle ferite ; panac^ 
Ai cu6r* trafitti ; alle smarrite fbrze 
L6na dal ci^lo ; e all' ^ma, ch' h lassa, 
L' ale non stanche mai della Speranza. 
Ma in m6ndo malad6tto abbandonati 
Ch* ei son ramm^nta gli u6minij o Signore ! 
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Of the most Holy One, about Thee spread. 
And form'd a canopy above Thy Cross. 
But man, the msect — ^man, the thing create 
In Thine own image, thronging in whose path 
Stand all the Legions of the Evil One ; 
Whose nature is corrupt, awhile, when Hell 
Forgets to tempt, proud empty in the power 
Of bos supremacy on earth, becomes 
A Tempter to himself. 

Oh ! should one ray. 
One only ray of Thine immortal light 
Flash on his darkened spirit — then, oh Lord ! 
How would he hate the world he worships now ! 
How would he cling to Thee and to Thy Love 
How eagerly would he take up his cross 
And win Eternity by prayer and praise ! 
Oh Grod ! Thy light is Virtue: blessing all. 
And blessed in itself. By that bright beam 
Lost man would see the darkness of the world : 
Nor idly waste his years of life on earth 
Seeking for peace where peace can never come, 
While he, and all his seed, are stretched beneath 
The fearful pall of Thine enduring Curse ! 
To Thee would he lift up his heart ; to Thee 
His Father and his God : and, in a flood 
Of joyful contemplation, worship Thee ! 
Then would he tread the thorny path of life 
Heedless of aU its trials ; k)oking still 
To Heaven, his destined goal — to Thee his God ! 
Then would Thy comfort bind his bruised heart, 
Revive his sinking soul, and bear him up 
Upon the wings of never fedling Hope. 
But now, remember. Lord ! Tliy creature man. 
Moves in a world accursed ; girt about 
With dangers and with snares too subtly set 
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S^mpre all' insidie espdsti d' kngd r^o, 
Senz* altra sp^me che la Tua promessa, 
Senz' altra Luce che le Carte Tue 
A ogni u6mo inesplicabili, cui mastro 
Lo Spirto Tuo non ^cciasi divino !" 

** Ingiusti, traditori, ip6criti ^mpj" 
(Si di Piet^ V angelica preghifera 
Dal Tabemacol Suo tr6iica Giustizia !) 
Ei si son' fatti gli Ti6mini. Di Cristo, 
Ch' h della gl6ria Mia il piil bel raggio, 
Ch* io manda' 16ro a iUuminar le Carte 
(Pace, solli^vo in T^rra e Faradiso !) 
N^gan', nefandi ! la missidn Divina ; 
O' r han', se Dio lo cr6dono, in dispr^gio. 
Perch' Egli umile, e mite, e tutto amore 
Le ingiurie perdon6, sanb gl' inf^rmi, 
R^se la luce agli orbi, a* peccat6ri 
Merc6 profferse, e per gl* ingiusti, in cr6ce 
A placar Me, spir6 V Minima Ei giusto. 
il mia bontade agli u6mini omai fatta 
Di quanto han' di piil rfeo (gli 6mpj) bersaglio, 
E d' essa (empj) abusnndo, ogni mio d6no 
A danno lor conv^rtono in mio spr^zzo. 
il r oratore Atfeo, che a chi piil paga 
V^nde (nefando !) Y orazioni sue. 
Seminator di scisma anticristiano, 
Lascia del m6ndo agli u6mini in iscritto 
Falsi ric6rdi Ist6rico infed^le. 
Fk della St5ria di C^no il Vate 
A mia Giustizia d' ingiustizia accusa, 
Perch' in balia dell' u6mo F rilasciki 
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By an mfemal foe ; in Thee alone 
Dwells all his hope ; Thy promise is his strength^ 
Thy Gospel is his shield ; Thy light his spear 
Nor even these avail him, should he wield 
The weapons, proud in his own borrowed might, 
Forgetful of the hand from whence they came. 

" Mankind are ingrates : careless of their God ; 
Traitors to Me and to My holy laws : 
False to the faith, and reckless of My voice." 
(Thus spake the Deity, while round His throne 
The angels sued for man :) " Deep sunk in sin. 
They have refus'd the Christ whom I have sent ; 
My only son ; the brightest ray which beams 
Of My eternal Glory — He, whose life 
Wrought out the Grospel which He went to teach* 
ThaX Christ whose name was Peace, whose law was Love, 
Whose service was a paradise on earth. — 
Or, if indeed they knew Him to be God, 
In their blind vanity they tum'd aside. 
And when they saw Him humble, deem'd Him weak. 
Though sinn'd against, they found Him still forgive. 
And did but sin the more ; they felt His love 
And paid it. back with treachery. To the blind. 
He gave again the blessed light of Heaven ; 
He heal'd the sick: He bade the sinner hope ; 
And when mankind had rous'd My dreadful ire. 
He died to save a world which I had doom'd ! 
And now — the creatures whom My hand has form'd, 
Raise up their impious heads ; and dsxe again 
The undying thunders of My quenchless wrath. 
The blessings I have scattered o'er the land 
They turn to sin by their profane abuse ; 
The mighty gift of intellect — the seal 
Of the immortal — that most lofty boon 
Which makes man Lord o'er all the peopled earth, 
Use they to My despite. The Atheist weaves 
His web of darkness — wields his war of words — 
And questions My Divinity : nor less 
The Infidel Historian traces out 
His venom'd pages, and bequeathes the world 
False records 'gender'd by his darkened soul. 
The P«et, careless of the crime, pours forth 
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Esser Caino, 6 Abele fessere al m6ndo f 

D' uma^o sangue 6 iRi son* assetati 

1 1 R€, che in Tferra a far le v^ci Mie 

Mandai di Padre agli u6niini, e cui s61o 

Merc6 e Bontk a M6 lor Dio assomiglia), 

Od inviliti e ozi6si, imm^mori (6mpj !) 

Dell' assegnata a lor parte divina, 

Dell' ambulante lor cadkver vivo 

Bolo curauti, fanno Moll 16ro 

•* La gola, il s6nno, e V oz'iose plume/' 

M^tre lasciau' de' siidditi la s6rte 

A r^o ministro ip6crita ed avaro 

** Di R6 malvagio consigli^r peggi6re." 

Del Santaario Mio s6no i cust6di 

Non pill past6ri quali institmi. 

Ma lupi delle p^core in 16r cura, 

Che a lunga m6rte ei dlinnano. . • . alia Fame, 

Per av^r m5do di saziare il mai 

Non sazikbil dell' 6ro maled6tto 

Empio appetito int^mo che li r6de. 

U6m pill non h che V altro non invidi. 

Sup^rbia ha fa6r chiamate dell' Inferno 

Invidia ed Avarizia (}e g^m^lle 

Empie sor^Ue sue), e qu^ste han' r6gno 

Quasi nel cu6r d' ogni uomo. Le incoraggia 

Lucifer* ^mpio a far vittime sue 

Quante vi s^o al m6ndo anime vive. 

L' u5m s' assogg^tta all' ^mpie, in c6r le acc6glie^ 

E, s6rdo al mio chiamar, sc61ta sol ^sse. 

Invkn di Padre lo s6co • . • • e di piet6so 

Padre le parti ho fatte in 6gni Etade, 
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His strain of gilded falsehood, where lie paints 

Injustice as an attribute of God ; 

That God, who out of Chaos form'd a world :— 

And when I leave it to man's will to move 

An Abel or a Cain upon the earth. 

He deems My justice slumbers, or My love ! 

And they to whom I have entrusted thrones. 

Heaven's delegates on earth, to work My will 

Among the nations, how have they fulfilled 

Their several missions ? By a thirst for blood 

Or by that listlessness, .... that love of ease 

By that supine and sensual care of self. 

Which wipes away My image from the brow, 

And writes there other records, — ^They, meanwhile. 

My people whom I made, to whom I gave 

The world as an inheritance, are left 

Beneath the sway of more ambitious men « • • • 

The wily Minister, who makes his zeal 

Subservient to his crimes — or the base slave. 

Whose subtle arguments, half smiles, half gall, 

Begin in pride, and end in bitterness. 

The shepherds, to whose care I gave my flock, 

Have tum'd to wolves, and rent them ; not alone 

For this world, but the next : by evil laws 

Engendering murmurs ; by insatiate lust. . • . 

The quenchless lust of gold, which beggars all 

While it enriches them — draws forth the curse 

Which might have slumber'd, in the ruin*d breast 

And damns the man by his own misery ! 

Doth not pale Envy, fostered, reign supreme 

In every soul? The good I give to one. 

But makes his fellow sin the more. And Pride, 

The Hell-begotten twin of Avarice, 

I^ tbron'd in every heart. Satanic spells 

Entwin'd with worldly lures, enslave and bind 

The human spirit ; while My promises. 

Embracing an Eternity — pour'd forth 

Through an indefinite immensity, — 

Mankind pass by, unheeding. To enjoy 

A little day of sunlight, they will dare 

The everlasting midnight of my wrath ! 

Have I not lov'd my people ? Yet in vain. 
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A r^ generazidn disprezzatrice 

Di Mik bontk, succ^sse ogndr malvagia 

GenerazioQ peggi6re« II m6ndo invecchia, 

E p^ggiora invecchiando. I' del suo fine 

Pill mdstro al m6ndo indizj che s' appr^ssa, 

Fill fassi il mondo incrMulo del Fine. 

Invano usai con Tu^mo Ira 6 Bontadei 

Del Mio sorriso 6 del cipiglio Mio 

Similemente gli u6mini incuranti, 

C6rron' rkbidi in braccio a Satanasso, 

Che app6na acc51ti, sc^gliali all' Inferno. 

Ma, sebbfen empj, e, quel ch' ^ p^ggio, ingrati 

Non vinceran* gi^ gli u6mini la pr6va, 

Ch^, a lor malgrado, V di Merc6 e di Pace 

Esser vo* F6nte e Padre a lor benigno. 

Vedran* 1* Angel gV iniqui della Mbrte 

Con cipiglio che tutti li minacci 

Dardo brandir, cui non fa mai V eguale; 

Delia cui punta il tatto un m6rbo infonde, 

Che fia, dell* U6mo a strazio, deUa L^bbra 

Penoso pill, dell' tdcere piil schifo, 

D' Idrofobla piil squ^do. Supferbia, 

Pompa, laccj d' amor, trofeo onorato, 

M611i tapp^ti Assiij, od kurea r^ggia, 

L* ira a frenar dell' Angelo fien* nulla. 

In pari m6do i p6veri ed i ricchi 

Qua' s6n' le fr6ccie sentiranno ond* egli 

^ (Mio ministro) armato. La cas^lla 

Di vlmini tessuta, 6ntro cui sihde 

A m^zzo nuda, in brividi, a£^mata 

La Poverty nel 16to e in isquall6re : « 
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Through countless ages have I borne their sins 
With all a Father's patient tenderness. 
And how have they requited me ? By deeds 
Deeper and* darker still ; while add^ years 
Are but the parents of iniquity. 
Signs have I oft vouchsafed, and miracles 
To lead My people back into the Faith, 
And bless them with My pardon. Yet these proofs 
Of My surpassing mency, have they wrought 
Into new means of evU. Peace I gave 
Through piety, and they have spum'd the gift. 
My judgments have I thunder'd on the earth. 
And they have dar'd them even as I smote. 
Reckless alike of Me, and of My power, 
Man woes destruction with a yearning heart. 
And welcomes Satan as a bosom- guest ; 
Yet is My patience not out- worn. My love 
Still welling forth for this misjudging race. 
I am their Father, and the Lord their God. 
Who, from the atoms of the earth I made. 
Hath call*d them into being. I will smite. 
Yet shall not all be smitten — I will send 
Death's dark destroying Angel through the world. 
Bearing an arrow ; and tipon his brow 
The characters of vengeance ; he shall strike 
Where 'tis My will to humble : and the barb 
Of that fell arrow shall be dipped in wrath. 
And poison where it points — A dark disease 
More loathsome than the leprosy — more keen 
Than the swift weapon's edge — more farrowing 
Than madness in its crisis, shall it bear 
To man and to his race — nor pomp, nor pride. 
Nor tie of love, nor trophy of renown. 
Nor soft luxurious couch, nor gUded dome. 
Shall quench that Angel's ire. The rich, the poor. 
Alike shall feel his stroke. The thatch-clad hut. 
Where squalid poverty, unwashed, unfed, 
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h' ampia di vaghe dipinture ad6ma 

N6bile sala, ove de' lor tri6nfi 

Ghignan' le B^lle> della Mia vendetta 

Ambo apriranno all* Angelo le p6rte. 

II focolar dolcissimo, a cui pr^sso 

Si^de vidno il padre al primo-nato, 

Sulla cui cuna v^gliano le luci, 

Batte il cor, g6de 1' alma della madre : 

Di disseiisi6n la casa abbominanda, 

Ch' h d' insulti, ch' h d' urli, ch' 6 d' ingiurie 

Lugiibre tu6n', continua buf^ra, 

Vedran' del pari alcun del nilmer loro 

Cader dell* Angel. vittima. Ma t61ti 

De* Viv^nti dal nilinero infinito 

P6clii, in risp^tto al nilmero, saranno; 

Ch^ Mia Merc^ mandata a tratten^re 

H6 del ministro Mio la ptian gik alzata 

Sulle migliaja, che Inferno inghiottir^bbe^ 

Fu6r della Vita app6na, peccatori. 

Vedrk il Supferbo gli tlmili cad6re ! 

Vedrk 1* Iniquo i bu6^i agonizzare ! 

L' Umile e'il Buono in m6rte I* porr6 es^mpio 

De' Tristi inncmzi all' knima. Ei vedranno, 

Che Quelle I' son' che d^, Quegli che toglie, 

Quei che cons^rva il dato, 6 sel ripr^nde ; 

Che tutto sol da M^ quello deriva, 

Ch' ha di virtti, ch' ha di bontk nel mondo 

Cr^dito e f<5rma ; ch' h dell* 6pre Mie 

L' u6m giusto in T^rra 1' 6pera pii^ bella ; 

Ch' egli h per lui il sofirir F6nte di gi6ja. . . • 

Ch' egli h il morir per lui P6rto di vita ! 
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Sits shivering in its rags— the festal Hall, 

Where beauty smiles in tiiumph — both shall ope 

Their portals to the Avenger. The sweet hearth 

Where sits the father by his first-bom son. 

The mother by the cradle of her child ; 

And the wild home of discord, where loud hate 

Peals forth its bitterness — alike shall see 

Some of their number fall. Yet will I spare. 

Nor utterly destroy; for man shall see 

That I am He who gave, and who hath power 

To take what He hath given. In death's dread hour 

The pious and the meek shall call on Me, 

And I will fold them in the arms of love ; 

As dying, they bequeathe unto the world 

A lesson, and a pledge. Then shall men own 

That all which is, I am ; and that My law 

Is one of mercy and of blessedness : 

That all the Just are Mine — My goodliest work ; 

And that the cares with which I try my flock. 

Are but to win them closer to Myself. 

While Death, the phantom from whose awful s&ape 

The sinner shrinks aghast, the feeble fly. 

Is to the pure the mightiest boon of all. 

Then shaU mankind, awaken'd to My power. 

Confess My judgments just : and that My hand 

Chastens in mercy : that the thorns I strew 

About the paths of My elect, are sent 

In pity to their weakness, lest they sink 

In slumber, and forget to watch and pray. 

Tliat My all-seeing, all-controlling love, 

" Tempers the wind to the shorn Lamb,*' nor yields 

Even to My vengeance, lest that vengeance crush 

The creature of My wrath : or, should he fall 

Before My anger,— when the unfetter'd soul. 
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Vedran', che, quando a ricercar le c61pe 
Mando de' Fidi miei Tiirbini e Spine, 
Di Mia Merc6 la mano h che li gaida, 
(Ch' h delle mie proc^Ue knima Am6re !) 
E che, se in esse nkufraga il Fed^le, 
Ritr6ya8i, spirato, in sen' d' Am6r^ . . • 
D' Am6r, che 6t^ma Y knirae. . • • d' Am6re, 

Che Mia delizia ad esser le sublima 

D' Amor, che imparddisa e s^mpre h nu6vo. 
Ch* I' 86n' quell' Un vedrannp che ammoUisce 
I cu6r' ch' tn duri, e gli ostinati impi^tra : 
Che qoanto I' son' piet6so I s6n tr^m^ndo / 
Che m^zzo av^r non vo' fra i bu6ni e i r^i ; 
Ch' k ricomp^nsa ai bu6ni un Paradiso, 
E punizione ai p^rfidi un Inferno ! 
Vedran', che, Dio invi^bile, I* li v^do : 
Ch' I' s6n Quell' Un, che s6no in ogni dove. . . • 
Quell' Un, che le par61e, che dal labbro 
Non son' uscite ancora, 6do ed int^ndo : 
Queir Un, che d' uman cu6re (arcano al mondo) 
Jjbgge, int^rpreta e giitdica 6gni m6to : 
Quell' Un, che s61, 86 amar chi Mi d^t^sta 
Non che scordar 1' ingiurie immeritate: 
Quell' Un, che fk di Padre e ^ d' Amico 

Le parti a chi d' Amico a chi di Padre 

Privo h rimasto al m6ndo : lo sol quell' Uno, 
Che a chi m' odi6 perd6no, 6ve dal s^no 
Mandi sinc^ro a M^ di contrizi6ne 
Un sospir s61 : — ma che, tal6r tr^mfendo, 
M' ascdndo a chi, ostinato insino a m6rte, 
Pr^ga, giunto agli ^str^mi. • • e piil non 1' 6do ; 
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Freed from its earthly tenement of clay. 

Lies panting in the dust, doth raise it up 

And bring it to an everlasting joy ; 

That love which links Me to a fedlen world : 

Which sublimates the spirit of the earth. 

And likens it to Heaven. The love which grows 

Out of itself, and is for ever new. 

Aa,d I am also He whose power can melt 

The hardened heart to penitence ; and teach • 

The sinner to abjure tiie sin, whose weight 

Had overwhelm'd his soul with misery. 

I am a jealous God : and those who move 

Upon the earth, must serve Me with their hearts^ 

Or tliey are not of Mine : upheld by Me, 

The righteous shall be saved : and Paradise 

Shall woo them to its bowers of Amaranth. 

But, wither'd by My curse, the sinner's doom 

ShsJl be a Hell of never-dying flame ; 

Where My unslumbering eye, with blinding light 

Shall scorch them, though imseen : for I am He, 

The Omnipresent God, from whose wide ken 

There is no hiding-place ; who dwells alike 

Upon the summit of the mountain-crest. 

And in the depths of ocean. I am He, 

The Onmiscient God, who knows the secret thought 

Ere it has shap'd itself in words ; who reads, 

(As 'twere an open volume,) the closed heart. 

And from whose eye no secret can be hid. 

The Omnipotent — the Eternal — who forgives 

And loves the creature even in his sin : 

The Father of the fatherless ; the Friend 

Of the afflicted, and the desolate. 

The Judge, whose mercy softens the shut soul. 

And melts it into penitence and tears. 

And I am He, who, by the mystic love 

I bear to man, can be won back to save ; 

And though denied, yet linger to reclaim : 

Who by a secret sigh can be subdued, 

If it be heav'd in sorrow for the sin. 

But I am also He, the Terrible, 

Whose power can crumble worlds— the Mighty One, 
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E che, com' un de* Ladri crocifissi 

Inspire in morte, a dir " Di m6, Signore ! 

*' Nd r^gno Tuo rammentati arrivato ! ! !" 

Lascio r altro indurato, all' agonla 

Giunto di M6rte, Cristo maledire, 

E r alma in Sen di Sktana spirare. 

Vedran', ch' I* son' Mistfero . . • • e Onniposs^nte ! 

Vedran', che Dio chiamar dell' azion Sue 

Co* t6rti lor giudizi a c6nto mai, 

E che studiar d' inlander le Mie vie, 

£ la stolt^zza s6mma de' mortali : 

Che fit^mo, Imperscrutkbile, Tr^m^ndo, 

I' son' Qu6Uo ch' I' s6no ch* I' s6n Dio ! 

Al primo su6n' dell* adorata v6ce 
F^cesi in ci^o miiversal Sil^nzio. • . . 
Sil^nzio indescrivibile. . • • Sil^nzio, 
Che nepptir dato h agli a6mini qual sia 
D' immaginar. • • .Sil^nzio, al cui confr6nto 
Quel, che, nel c6r di N6tte, par' regnare 
E R^ggia av^r del Colossfeo n61 cfentro 
(Sovran' dell' 6mbre e amico. . . .armonia grata 
A chi fini nel m6ndo d' agitarsi) 
II tu6n parria degli Elem^nti in gu^rra ! 

Dalla bocca del Visto e non Veduto 
(Ch6 splend6r tanto abbkcina i piil d^gni !) 
GH Arc^geli nel cid pend^van tutti, 
I Serafini e gh Angioli. Trem6re 
In 6gni c6re incusso av6a de' primi 
S^v^ri acc^nti il su6no, e in 6gni pfetto, 
(Che tutti iniqui ^n' gli u6mini convinto,) 
Tremar sentia V Ang^co suo cu6re 
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Who hides Himself in clouds, in thunder speaks. 
And smites with lightnings when His wrath awakes ! 
Who, at the hour of death, bends not to hear 
The tardy cries of those who spum'd their God 
Till bow'd by suffering to that God they turn. 
Yet I am He, the Merciful, who heard 
The murmurs of the Thief upon the Cross, 
When, fall of faith, to My beloved Son, 
He pray'd, and cried : " Oh Lord ! remember me 
In Thine own Kingdom!" I am also He, 
Who left the other in his agony 

Blaspheming the true Saviour — to expire * 

And yield his soul to Satan and to Hell ! 
Let man now know Me by My attributes ; 
Myself they cannot know — a Mystery 
B^ond the finite mind of man — a God, 
All-seeing and Almighty. They shall learn. 
That, when in the proud blindness of their hearts. 
They dare to judge the ways of the Most High, 
And by their darkness to profane His Light, 
Then shall the measure of their hiunan crime 
And folly, be fill'd up — then shall they know 
Tliat I am Everlasting! Infinite ! 
The Cause, and the Effect ! Creator ! Lord ! 
The Terrible in wrath ! that I am— God!" 
So spake the Eternal — and when first the voice 

Was heard in Heaven, a heavy silence fell 

On the empyrean vault, so deep and still. 

So utter, dense, and indescribable. 

That man can frame no image to his soul 

Of that most thrilling hush — a silence felt 

In every pulse, and clinging to the heart. 

Night in its starry soft sublimity. 

Hath its own pause, but not a pause like this ; 

Ev'n when the midnight moon looks stilly down 

Upon the queen of ruins : on the walls 

Of the vast Colosseum, when no tread 

Awakes the echoes of the mouldering pile. 

And the stones ache with silence — still 'tis war 

Compared with the deep hush which reign'd in Heav'n ! 

Mute were the Angels ; mute the Seraphim ; 

The Lord their God had spoken : — and their ears 
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Per r eccidio d' ogni ubmo ogni Cel^stie.. 

Ma qiiando poi Merc^de al provocato 

Sd6gno Divino udlron preval6re 

E Dio ver 1' u6m m^n gitidice che Padre^ 

Tutte al sorriso s' inarcar' le labbra 

Dei nati in ciMo* • • .al ci^co sorriso, 

Che dalla f^a nasce ivi de' c6ri, 

Ogni qualv61ta asc61tasi cantare 

** S' ^ il peccator pentito, e Dio perd6na !" 

Ch' ei fan' gran caso gli Angioli dell' u6mo, 

Che, m^ntre in mdndo rio, di^tro la fblla 

Scend^a. • • cad^a precipite all' inferno 

V61to8i indi^tro, al suo Signor merc^de 

Gridando s' arrest5, giunto d' Abisso 

Quasi sull' 6rlo, spi^ganlo gli scritti 

Da Lui dettati agli u6mini, che h Vita, 

Che h Luce, e Veritk. — Ma qual sia gi6ja 

Quella, che il c6r degli Angioli ris^nte 

Di Peccator che p^ntesi all' ^vfento. 

Per c6r che non h ang^lico ^ mist^o ; 

Per r uom, cosa incredibile. . • .in natura 

Una impossibil cosa. — " II perdonare 

** All' u6m che t' ha lo stil fitto nel s6no" 

(Dicon gli umani) ** hV 6pera d' un Santo* • • . . 

" £ di virtii la cima, a cui s61 pu6ssi 

*' Sperar dall' uomo, in vita, d' arrivare ! 

** Ma r u6m piti sti non v^ ! — Che il s^ trafitto 

" Lor fii dall' u6m, non piii dimenticarsi 

•* Gli u6mini p6n,' ch' ei p6ssono p6i mai 

" Ved^r la cicatrice obliterata 

*' Del tradit6r colt^llo che ferilli ; 
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Drank in His accents, and their eyes His light ; 
Yet saw they not the Mighty One — ^no gaze 
Might brook the splendour of His countenance. 
'Twas but the glory that was shed around. 
On which they look'd, and worshipped as they knelt ! 

When first the anger of the Loni peal'd out. 
Each angel-heart beat quicker ; fear and awe 
Fell on the heavenly Host ; for well they knew 
That man is sinful ; and they sigh'd to think 
His hour of doom was come — But when they heard 
/That, mid His wrath, their God was merciful. 
And was a Father rather than a Judge, 
Each lip was wreath'd into a smile — a smile 
Which told of the heart's joy — a smile which spoke 
Of bliss and pardon to the sinner saved — 
And loud the choral hymn swelled out in Heav'n : 
" Man hath repented, and our Lord foi^ves !" 
Thus saug the Angels ; they, who thron'd in bliss. 
Yet weep o'er erring mortals : and when one 
Turns from his evil ways to those of peace. 
Implore their God to pardon. They, who share 
The light of Heaven, yet mourn the cares of earth. 
Mysterious is this Love ! Yet taught by Him, 
Wlio is the Life — the Light — the only Guide, 
As beautiful as blessed ! ''There is Joy 
Jn Heaven o'er the repentant,'* — Holy joy. 
Deep and incomprehensible. To man 
Impossible it seems to love his foe; 
To clasp the hand which would have smitten him. 
And with good service to requite the wrong. 
" For Saints," they say, ** 'tis meet— to us the task 
Were greater than the power — it is the height 
Of Christian virtue: in a world like this 
How may man grasp perfection so divine ? 
If he forgive, should not the deed suffice ? 
Must he forget ere yet his task be done ? 
It cannot be. Mortality rebels 
Against the efibrt ; — not more palpable 
Is the fell scar of the assassin's knife 
Than the deep memory of the murd'rous deed. 
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" £ m^no al s6n' pon* stringer V assassino^ 

" ChiamaDdo lui col D6me il pitl sokve, 

'* Che da verace labbro 8uon6 mai. . . . 

*' Col ii6me, a cui del c6r n6ta h la via. . • • 

" Con quel, che, non ^spr^sso, anche dal muto 

** Labbro armonla dolcissima s' asc61ta 

*' Sc^ndere al c6r, che gli risp6nde. . • *' Amico !'* 

Ma di ci6 biasmo agli ii6mini 6 a Natura 
Dar vogliam' noi ? — Si sp^cchino gli umani 
Nel Dio, che si fece u6mo, e in Lui vedranno 
Di che bel cu6r sien* gli u6mini capaci.— 
Deir uman c6re al ci^lico Mod^Uo 
Fii la virtu pid f kcile il Perddno ! 
Quel c6r non batt6 mai che per amare ! 
Am6 chi il rineg5 : d' un Ladro in Cr6ce 
Gli atti scord6 d' inffemo, ch' av6an* tutta 
R6sa la vita sua sc^na d* orrdri : 
F6 della Chi^sa sua sc6glio il primi^ro, 
E in ci^l gli prepar6, salito, un tr6no ; 
E fra i bekti V illtimo con s6co 
II gi6rno ch' ei v* asc^se ammise in cifelo. 

L* u6m d' amare incapace ? Nato 1* u6mo 
Con si meschlno cu6r, che non per altri 
Che per chi V ama accendesi d' amdre ? ! 
Oh n6 ! — Quantunque v6ro (e v^r pur tr6ppo) 
Che disperatamente h '1 cu6r dell' u6mo 
Cor sceUerato, h \6r non per6 m^no, 
Che di virtii belllssime sovente 
Vivo t^mpio .... d* angfelici pensieri, 
Di sentimenti ang^lici bel nido, 
Di^tro r 6s^mpio del divln maestro, 
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And less, far less, can man, when in Wb heart 
He bears the impress of an injury past. 
Clasp to that heart the foe who did the wrong ; 
And with the words of love, those gentle words 
'Which speak to the wak'd soul, l^s by themselves 
Hian by the tone which breathes them, hold him there 
And whisper over him the name of " Friend!'* 

Doth man or nature fiail in the attempt ? 
The answer dwells with Him, who, though a God, 
Made himself mortal that the world might learn 
How perfect was the work His father wrought ; 
How beautiful might be the hiunan heart ! 
He was the modd of all christian faith ; 
Forgiveness was the first great task He taught ; 
His own pure heart beat but with love and trust ; 
He knew no bitterness, and friend and foe 
Alike He cherish'd, for He loved the World. — 
E'en on the Cross He looked not to the sins 
Of the repentant one, who, as he writh'd 
Tn the last agonies, had faith in Him ; 
But when He had ascended into Heaven, 
He straightway called him to eternal joy ; 
And even as he sank to sleep on earth. 
Did he awake in Paradise ; a guest 
In the angelic mansion&, savM by Love. 

And is man, then, so utterly corrupt. 
That he rejects a model all divine? 
Can he love only those who cherish him ? 
Oh, yes ! though fall'n and frail, and but too oft 
Most desperately wicKed, yet his heart 
Is sometimes virtue's temple, where sweet thoughts 
And sweeter feelings, well profusely forth. 
Where Christ is tabernacled ; and the earth 
Is mirror'd back in beauty. Had it been 
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Fa di s^ in t^rra il c5re un paradiso* 
O, s' altro fosse, avr^bbe umana came 
Mai pr^ il V^rbo ? . . • • Avria Y Ente Divino 
Un c6re assunto mai, che fosse umano*? 

Ch' ei si fece u6mo Iddio, pr6va bastante 
£, ch' ei pu6 Y uomo in t^rra ^sere un santo> 
E, de' suoi mMi in pr^mio, angelo in ciMo. 
Ch' ei si feoe u6mo Iddio, pr6va h che il cu6re 
Esser tes6r d' angelica armonia 
Pu6 in armonia continua co' ci^li ; 
£ s' altro ei di 86 fk. . . • s' ei fassi inferno, 
C6]pa di Dio non h, n6 di natura : 
C61pa h dell' u6m, che, ingrato, odio infemale 
R^nde all' Am6r, che gli appreetaya un tr6no, 
E, m^n del cane umano, che pur bacia 
La man, che il batte, del padr6ne irate. 
La destra st^ssa ei rkbido configge, 
Che, a benedirlo alzktasi, piov^a 
D' ogni b^n c6pia, che dal ci^ emana. 

Al su6n della merc^de all' u6m prom^a 
S' addoppib il giomo in ciel. Dal pi^ riposto 
Usci del tabemacolo di Dio 
Nugol d' ambr6sia. Tutti raUegrarsi 
A quel profdmo i ci^, e in ogni p^o 
Sc^se delizia insolita. D' am6re 
Sci6]ser' la lingua al c^tico i cel^ti, 
E tutte arpeggiar 1* arpe " Amdre, amdre /" 
** Am6r" (fil il canto) h base, sovra cui 
" Fisso hai Geh6va, il tr6no ! Am6r, la v6ce 
" Fu che m6sse dal nulla il m6ndo b^llo ! 
'* Princlpio am6re ei fii, ddnde la luce 
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That all were lost, would God make His abode 
Within a human heart ? Or had our liord 
Become a mortal to redeem the world ? 

Christ was made Man ! Let this great troth soflice 
To prove, that, erring tiiough they be, mankind. 
Through His Almighty love, may, e'en on Earth, 
Be sanctified to God, and after death 
Dwell with the bless'd in Heaven. That He was Man 
Proves to the sinner that the human heart 
May be the dwelling of that harmony 
Which savours of the Paradise it paints* 
If it be otherwise — if, by his i^in . 
He make a hell of his own evil ways. 
The crime becomes his own ; the Lord his God 
Made it for virtue ; and his nature tends 
To keep it virtuous — 'tis himself alone 
Is author of the ill — and if for good 
He give back hatred, let him leum to bow 
Before the patient animal,, whose love 
Caresses e'en the hand which chastens him, 
While he, the Sinner, hardened in his guilt. 
Who turns away from God, still crueifies 
His Saviour and his Lord, and casts aside 
The blessings which that Saviour drew from Heav'n. 

The voice of promis'd mercy to mankind 
Shed a new light o'er the empyreal vault. 
Where all before was light ine£%ible ; 
And from the hidden mysteries of His throne 
Who dwells amid the clouds, a costly stream 
Of subtle perfume stole along through space. 
Filling each heart with transport. When, once more. 
The blessed ones, who stood around, resum'd 
Their heavenly harpings — and their theme was Love ! 

'* Love !" peal'd the song*; ** Jehovah ! holy love 
Is the foundation of Thy throne of douds ;«— 
Love is that voice, at whose melodious call, 
£arth sprang from chaos, and the etefnal seas 
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** A serenar la t^rra e a darle vita 
*' Spunt6 nel firmam^nto, ed infinite 
" Nel firmam^nto acc^sersi le st^Ue ! 

Am6r, 1' occulto s6me onde spuntaro 

Fu6r della t^rra ftrtili le piante ! 

AnuSr; lo spirto fa di soggezi6ne 
" E d*obbedi^nza all' u6mo, onde dotati 
*• Nkcquer', dell' u6ni piii forti, a suo dilfetto 
" E a suo servizio i bruti ! Am6r, la mano, 
*• Che in f6rme umane v61se8i ma^stra 
•* A convertir 1' argilla I Am6r, quel fiato, 

Che le di^ vita poi, c6re, int^U^tto, 

D* orare il privilfegio e di laudare ! 
" La d^stra am6r, che della t61ta c6sta 
" Form6 la D6nna, al m<5ndo tlnica id^a 

Di quanta ^ in ci^l V angelica bell^zza. • • • 

La puritate angHica. • • t la Donna, 
** Del cu5r dell* u6mo ad fesser destinata 

t 

Piti d' ogni altra soave ahna delizia, 

Sost^gno, gl6ria sua» e d' ogni g^mma 

Tes6r piti valutkbile. • . • la D6nna, 

All* innocfente, in Eden, paradiso : 
" Nel mdndo, all' u6m caduto, in calma ? un s61e ! 

Nelle t^mpfeste ? un kncora ! — L' Am6re 

Fil che copri la nuda inobbedilnza ! 

Am6r, fil la prom6ssa, che del s^rpe 

L' u6m Bchiaccieria la t^sta, po' ch6 pesto 
" Gli avria *1 calcagno il m6stro ! Am6r, la Ude, 
** Che fii di tanti mdrtiri il c6nf6rto, 
'* E f^ce al ci^l tant* knime salire ! 
" Am6r, di gloria ai vigili past6ri 
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Rnsh'd, roaring, tx) their destin'd boundaries — 
Lore is the light, which first shed over Heaven 
The image of the Almighty, giving life 
To earth and to its denizens — the cause 
Of the bright stars, which kindle in the sky 
Their diamond-sparks — each in itself a world ! 
Love was the seed from whence each plant and herb 
Grew into strength and beauty ; — Love it was 
Which still'd the lion's roar, the panther's howl. 
And boVd the. brutes obedient to mankind. 
Who from their very fierceness gather'd strength. 
Love was that emanation from our God 
Which gave to man the image of HimseK; 
And Love which breath'd into the moulded day 
Life, feeling, intellect— the power of thought. 
The blessed privilege of prayer and praise ! 
'Twas Love which, from a portion of his frame, 
Fashion'd man's help-meet, woman — ^t best dream 
Of the angelic attributes — the gift 
Of Heaven to the created — she^ whose smile 
b his best beaoon-light, his guiding star. 
His glory, and his pride — his help, his hope- 
Woman, his earthly paradise, when first 
Man walked in Eden, sinless — woman, left 
At his expulsion, still to guide him on 
Throughout a colder world — in calm, his sun ; 
In storm, the anchor where his spirit leans ! 
*Twas love which doth'd our parents at their fall. 
And promised, that the woman's seed should bruise 
The serpent's head. Love was the holy flame 
Which lit the souls of those, in days of old. 
Who perish'd for their faith and for their God, 
And peopled Heaven with saints. Love was the hymn 
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" In Bettel^ fii rinno ! Am6r, la vita* 
" Amor, di Cristo tuo fh la dottrina ! 

Amor, la redenzione ! amdr, la cr<5oe ! 

" Salve, amor, ohe ci dtdmi e che ci bi^i ! 

Sogg^tto 6thTio ai ciSintici nel ci^lo 

A Ti lodar Ta s^mpre inspirerai 
" Chi di lodarti mai non sari sasie. 
" Caldi al Tuo fd5co i ca6ri, ogn6r mat^a 
** Troveran' nu6va agl' imii di Tim 15de, 

Di Te soneran' V arpe in sinfonie 

S^mpre n6v^lle. 1/ armoi^ la st^ssa 

Non sark mai ; e, anc6r s^mpr' mio il t^ma,. 

Vaij in ^t^mo i 8a6ni, ed in ^t^ma 

Varie le nbte e varie le par61e 
'* Empieran' V kere di dolc^zza in cifelo ! ! !'* 

Cosi, vicini al tr6no dell' EternQ, 
I cherubini e i s^rafi d' amdre 
Cantavan' 1' inno, di mill' arpe e miUe 
Al 8u6n' c^l^te ; e 1' ^co in ogni parte 
Rip^tere del ci^o udiasi ** Amore l" 
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The shepherds heard in Bethlem— not breath'd oat 
By mortal lips, but sung by angel-choirs. 
Love was the Christ — love was the truth He taught— 
Love was His essence — and His Cross was love ! 

" Hail, heavenly Love ! bright emanation, hail ! 
Thou who hast made us blessed, made us heirs 
To an eternity of holiness. 
To Thee our endless poeans will we raise 
Round the Almighty throne— unwearied still 
In pouring forth our hymns of praise to Thee ; 
Our hearts, embued with Thy celestial fire. 
Shall weave new songs of triumph day by day ; 
And our glad harps, Ut by thy spirit-light. 
Shall peal throughout all space their symphonies 
For ever and for ever — still the theme 
Thy beauty and Thy pow'r ; unchang'd in all. 
Save in our terms of worship and of praise— 
An everlasting chorus, filling Heaven 
With sound, as with a cloud ; and shedding joy. 
Like incense, o'er the starry firmament V* 

So sang the Almighty choir — ^the winged ones, 
Who stood around the tiirone*--tiie cherubim 
And seraphim, clad in their robes of light. 
And sweepings as they sang, their golden harps ; 
While far away through the unmeasur'd space, 
A thousand echoes bore the strain along. 
And Heaven was one vast atmoi^here of love ! 
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LIBRO SECONDO. 



Musa c^l^ste ! oh Musa, che presi^di 

A quanto in c6r degli u6mini dal ci^lo 

Mai s' inspir6^ s' inspira 6 inspirerassi 

Di virtu6so e nbbile e sublime : 

Del mio maestro o Musa, che addoppiasti 

Deir Int^U^tto il lume, quand^ agli 6cchi 

Neg6 deU' Anglo Vate il S61 la luce, 

E lui intemasti (che i col6r del m6ndo 

Av^a perduti) a contemplar del ci^o 

Gli etemam^nte v^vidi col6ri! 

Te chiamo e impl6ro ; e da Te s6Ia asp^tto 

Quel che da me 1* att^ndere sar^bbe 

Presunzion r^a. • • .colp^yole follia. 

lo nuUa son' : Tu, tutto ! ma dal nulla 

Crear pur Ti degnasti il m6ndo b^Uo ; 

£ pu6i dal nulla mu6vere (Tu s61a 

Se' che lo pu6i) • • • • dal nulla ch' i' mi sdno, 

Pensi^r', che il cu6r' riscaldin' del Tuo am6re. 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 



CxLBSTiAL Muse ! £tx)m whom the mind of man 
Derives its inspiration, when he sings 
Of all that was, or is, or is to be. 
Of great and noble in the human heart- 
Muse of my Master ! Thou, who didst supply 
The mental light in its most mighty power 
To him — the British Bard — for whose clos'd eyes 
The sun had lost its glory ! who didst give 
To the bereav'd one, from whose longing gaze 
Earth's colours were shut out, the privilege 
To contemplate the brighter hues of Heaven — 
Thee I invoke, on thee alone I call— 
From Thee I ask the strength, which of myself 
'Twere vain to hope :— nor vain alone, but weak 
And impious, and presumptuous there to seek. 
I of myself am nothing ; Thou art all— 
And, as itom nothing thou didst form a world, 
A bright and breathing world ! if 'tis Thy will 
To grant the prayer I make to Thee, once more 
E'en from the nothing that I am. Thy power 
dan waken thoughts, which o^er the heart of man 
May shed a love of Thee ; and to the soul 
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E a chi mi Ihgge insplrin la Virtute. 
Lungi da me le ^vole e le f51e, 
T^ma oggidi agli scritti universale ! 
Scriva chi vu61e a divertir le m^nti, 
E Bill Pamaso asc6nda ognun che vuole. 
A s6 dimenticar l^gga chi t6me 
Qual e di ricon6scere il suo cu6re. 
Non pria dei vol' fantastici il Volmne 

I S6mplici avran' chiuso, che gonfiato 

II c6r* si sentiran*, che, nol sap^ndo^ 
Ripi^no si sark. . . .ripi^n' di nulla ; 
Ch6 non h gih sap6r, n€ cognizioni, 
Quelle p6n' dirsi mai» che d' effettivo 
Alim^nto non s(5n' disp^nsatrici, 
Perch6 la vita interna si mantfenga 
Che dell' amdr compdnesi di Dio. 
Dian pur gli umani tltolo di Vate 

Ai novellisti al m6ndo ! I' del Pamasso 
Dico alle cime a qu^sto pr^zzo, addio, 
E della Croce al pi^de i' mi riparo. 
Ivi umiltk, Dio d* umilt^, m' inspira ! 
Ivi del fa6co iufikmmami, che i cu6ri 
Fk Paradiso jm Tferra. Ivi, prot^tto 
Dall' ali Tue, ardito i* potr6 dire, 
Ch' ho de* maestri mi^i (per Tua merc^de) 
Maggidre lo V Int611^tto, che le Tue 
Testimonianze ho fatte studio mio. 
A Te s61 di piac^re e a' pochi bu6ni 
Sar^ de* v^rsi vcdhi s^mpre 1* ogg^tto ; 
N6 mercher6 d' altrdnde applkusi io mai 
Che dall' ^rbitra Tua. • • .dalla cosci^nza. 
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Teach the pore virtue of Thy heavenly law. 

Let others weave the spell of poesy 
About mere worldly things — sweep tibe wild lyre 
To thrall the senses, or to wile the heart : 
I care not for the idle thirst of fiame. 
The empty vanity, the strife of pride. 
Which, like the canker at the blossom's core, 
Wither too oft the holiness of song. 
Let those who dread to look into tiiemselves 
Create fictitious worlds, and people them 
With idle fancies — I am not of these.-— 
Poor, simple ones ! when their light task is done 
What then remains ? a pride-inflated heart ; 
Inflated with the nothings of a world 
Which in itself is nought, bat perishes 
Outworn by its own weakness. That alone 
Is great and wise, which for a future state 
Provides more lasting nourishment; which grows 
Out of the love of Him who is the Lord ! 
I ask no worldly plaudits — be the name 
Of Poet, that high spell-word of the soul. 
Be given, as it may, to every bard 
Who sings of earthly themes ; to Thee alone. 
In all humility. Almighty God, 
I bend in supplication ; at the foot 
Of Thy most blessed Cross, I offer up 
The voice of my beseeching. Hear me. Lord ! 
Grant me that holy light, whose sacred flame 
Can make my heart a paradise on earth : 
Spread o'er my soul the shadow of Thy wings, 
ThsX I may murmur in the words of those 
Who were alike our teachers and our guides : 
" I have more understanding than the proud. 
For 'tis Thy laws by which I shape my life" : — 
To Thee, oh Lord ! I consecrate my lays 
Henceforward ; till by Thee my voice is hush'd 
In death, man's sure and natural heritage ; 
To Thee and to the just who love thy laws, 
And worship Thee on earth. Nor will I seek 
For any plaudit, save the voiceless one 
Which ffls the heart, when Thou, oh God ! art there — 
The calm, sweet trust in Thee and in Thy power. 
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Che Ta m' hai p^Bta a mia salute in s^no. 
Felice me ! se, a darti gloria, o Padre, 
Tu manderai *1 Tuo Spirto a illuminanni, 
E se di vil strom^nto (qual* i' s6no) 
II c6r di qualche tristo a convertire 
Valfeiidoti, farai, mentr' io Ti canto, 
Del tristo esilio i gi6mi miei ser6ni ! 
Felice me ! se un gidmo a Cleofe mia 
(Delle sor^lle ^s^mpio e deUe amiche, 
Dalla qual, perch6 tr6ppo i' le portava 
Am6r, mi separasti) pisrvenuto 
Questo mio scrittp, augurio la dil^tta 
Di nostra riunione in pid tranquilla 
Vita trarranne, nel senti^r v^dendo 
Me ritornato, onde non mai la cara. • . • 
Mai devi6 ! — Felice me ! se Y 6re, 
Da me si sp6se, appariranmi in m5rte 
St^lle a cdnfbrto mio! — e oh m^ felice! 
Se della vita n6stra a m^zza strada 
Rammentkndomi allor che a Te mi y61si, 
Del Figlio Tuo ne' m^riti il perddno 
Sp^ri, che altr6nde h lo sperare invano ! 
Dal Tuo c^l^ste s6glio al nulla mio 
Dunque socc6rri : di Tua gl6ria in n6me 
Furifica il mio c6re : un nu6yo Spirto. . . • 
Spirto di Pace e di Virtti v' inf6ndi : 
E, per am6r del Figlio, la pr^ghi^ra 
Dal Figlio esaudisci all' u6m dettata 
Che il chi^se qual dov^ p6rgerti pr^o ! 
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The holy confidence which cheers the soul 
With the pure foretaste of eternity ! 

Thrice hless'd were I, oh Lord ! if Thou shouldst deign 
To teach me how to glorify Thy name. 
To make of me the hmnhle instrument 
(Howe'er unworthy in myself !) to turn 
One sinner from iniquity to Thee ! 
To cheer with this glad consciousness, the sad 
And lingering years of exUe. Happy I, 
Should Cleofe — ^the sister of my soul. 
When her sweet eye shall linger on the page, 
Draw from its subject one more brightening hope 
Of our eternal meeting, in a life 
More holy and more blessed — should she see 
Her brother freed from the world's idle bonds 
Which once enchain'd him, treading the sure path. 
From which that dear one in her piety. 
And purity of heart, had never strayed ! 
Thrice happy I, if, at the hour of death. 
The moments I now dedicate to God 
Should seem so many stars, to light my way. 
And comfort me in dying. Happier still 
If the glad memory visit me, that wean'd 
From sinfulness in this my middle-life, 
I tum'd to Thee, oh Lord ! and leam'd to hope 
Forgiveness, by the merits of Thy son 
A pardon only to be gained through Him. 

Help me, Jehovah I from Thy Heavenly throne 
Look down with pity on my nothingness ; 
And for Thy name and for Thy glory's sake 
Renew my heart, and purify my soul. 
Grant me a worthier spirit, in which peace. 
And virtue, and humility may dwell. 
And, by the love Thoubearest to Thy son. 
Incline Thine ear to that most holy prayer 
Which He, the Saviour, taught to fellen man. 
When ask'd, how best Thy mercy might be won. 
Lord ! hear me as I pray — less with my lips 
Than in my spirit, this the Saviour's prayer— 
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" O Padre n6staro, die ne* ci^li stai ! 

" S^mpre sia santo agli u6iniiii '1 Tuo n6me : 

** E y^nga '1 R6gno Tuo ehe promts' hai! 

•* Sia fatto in T^rra il vol^r Tuo, siccdme 
" Fassi nel ci^lo ! — II pane quotidiano 
** Dacci ogni di-— Rimu6vere le s6me 

" Di nostre c61pe, ah d^gnati, o Sovrano ! 
" Col perdonar, com' ha da noi perd6no 
" Chi con lingua ci off<^se 6 con la mano ! 

" In Tentazione il c6r, ch' h a peccar pr6no, 

" Deh npn indur I Tu Y u6m da c68a ria 

** Libera, o Padre ! ch^ per s^mpre il Tr6no, 

*• G16ria e Pot^r son' Tu6i ! . . . .e cosi sia. 

Di tutti i fr^ddi suoi fulmini armato 
Un aspro Vfemo ins61ito Grehdva 
Av^ mandato' app6na a irrigidire 
Le membra ed a snervar la destra ardita 
Di Lui, che, sol, fra gli u6mini» a buon dritto, 
D'u6m meritava il.ndme, che, sfisu^iati, 
Fuor c^nto vili misero dal guscio, 
Ov' annicchiati ei s* ^ano, le c6ma ; 
E, visto lui perc6sso da quel braccio. 
Contra cui Tasta h inutile 6 lo scudo, 
A render 1' ubm (gi^ misero) piti tristo, 
Gli accuser' fu6co inc6ntra, che del gi<^lo 
Pill lo strazio fac^segli sentire, 
E, s6tto f6rma umana, ^nime b^stie, 
Fer' ^sca al tristo inc^ndio i patrii muri, 
I t^mpj e le magidni. I gi^ rampanti 
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Our Father, Heaven's Eternal One ! 

Thrice hallowed be Thy name ; 
Thy Kingdom come ; Thy will be done. 
In Earth and Heaven the same. 

Give us this day omr daily bread ; 
And may our sins be pardoned. 

As we ourselves forgive. 
From all temptations free us. Lord, 
All evil from our weakness ward. 
And shield us while we live. 

For Thine the Kingdom is, and Thine 
The power, the glory, which shall shine 

Ever and ever ; still to be 

Unchanged through all eternity ! " 

Scarce had Jehovah sent upon the world 
A winter arm'd with terrors, fraught with storms ; 
Icy and hoar ; to wither up the strength. 
And enervate the bold right-arm of Him, 
The mighty one of earth, before whose fi-own 
Nations had shook ; than forth the cowards came 
To whom his very beck had been a law : 
And from the depths of their own littleness 
Where, while he rul'd, they shrank, as shrinks in fear 
The insect to its sheU, they rush'd in haste 
To trample on the man, in whose high heart 
Their meanness found no echo. Thrmk with joy 
When he was smitten with the Eternal hand, 
Wlien spear and shield avail'd not, forth they came 
To crush the ruin deeper, and by force 
To shake a soul which fate could never bow ! 
Frost was around his daring path, and ice 
Thick-ribb'd and paralysing ice, was piled 
About him ; yet he shrank not from its chill — 
And then it was that they whom he had scom*d. 
Or pass'd unheeded, rais'd their insect heads. 
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Gli si levar' di c6ntra inferociti, 

£ al 86I0 e al disarmato insi^me a un t^mpo 

(Delia prom^ssa f<6 tutti spergiuri) 

M6sser la gu^rra. Tutti a danno suo 

V61sero all6ra i d6m, 6nde lor carchi 

Aveva il grande in tanta c6pia ; e, in 6dio 

Delle virtii sue s6mme e di sue g^ta, 

Tutti a percu6ter f^cersi il prostrato. 

Nulla curando gli odiosi n6mi, 

Che renderlanli ai p6steri p6i n6ti 

D' ign6bili e d' ingrati. All* u6m caduto 

Ch' anche esiliato e in c6ppi, li fac^a 

Tremar sul tr6no, ei p6i r^ser la vita 

Tutta di du61 comp6sta inaudito. 

Temistocle di cu6re, egli s^ st^sso 

P6se (fidando ahi mlsero! che fbra 

Trovar pos^bil c6sa in s6n mod^mo 

II c6r d' un Sh'se) il destin suo • • • • sua vita 

De' suo* nemici ac^rrimi in pot6re ; 

£ del mkssimo suo. . • .ultimo sbaglio 

n fio pag6, da tutto Y uman g^rme 

Diviso, i gi6mi a trascinar dannato 

Su 8c6glio, in m^zzo all' 6nde, che la fr6nte, 

Finch^ vu61 Dio, levata terrk s^gno 

A tutte le Nazioni ai di fiituri 

Di t6mba al Grande e di vend6tta oscura ! 

Sdtto lo strazio del martir suo lungo 
Viv^a gli Mtimi Di V u6m grande ancdra, 
Quando, acc61tisi in Sinodo, i Monarchi 
Pr^da fer' lor delle conquiste sue : 
Pr^da, 8^ pr^da ! ck^ di far felici 
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And of their hearths, their homes, their towers of -strength/ 
The very Temple of their Grod, made spoil 
To teach him keener suffering ; and at once 
Rose up against him in his helplessness^ 
Forgetful of their vows of fealty. 
Their promises of aid. He stood alone — 
His sword was shiver'd, and his strength was spent ; 
His favoured ones were false ; and they who most 
Had fed upon his hounty, were the first 
To shrink from his falFn fortunes^ and to hate 
A fame which daim'd the homage of the world. 
Ingrates, and Traitors ! to all future times 
They dar'd bequeathe a heritage of shame ; 
£v'n while that mighty one, though in his chains, 
Exil'd, dethroned, and friendless, by the strength 
Of his renown, still rul'd their coward hearts. 
And made them tremble- on their dastard thrones. 
Ev'n while he pin'd, as the cag'd Eagle pines 
For liberty of limb, to soar again 
And with unwinking eye to dare the sun ! 
^e, a Themistocles at heart, whose breast 
Was bursting with the bitterness of wrong ; 
Yet, in the greatness of his trusting soul. 
Confided all his fortunes to his foes — 
His fate, his crown, his life — his iame alone 
Was beyond human government. Too late 
He leam'd his error : by himself he judg'd. 
And in himself he sujBTer'd. Exil'd, torn 
From all he lov'd on earth— the fond— the free — 
The tenant of an isolated isle. 
Whose bleak and barren rocks scowl'd dark and bare 
As though to dare the vengeful eye of God ! 
The sea around him in its boundless strength. 
Mocking his bondage Yfith its liberty; 
The fear'd of many, and the foe of all. 
So liv*d the Imperial Exile — so he died: 
And still that ocean rolls its myriad waves, 
And still that rock rears its cold crest to Heav'n, 
To stand, while God shuU will it, as a sign 
To after- ages, and a monument 
To the Great wrong'd, and to the Little false ! 
—Still liVd the injur'd one, when they whose crime. 
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Non fiii lor fine i p6poli eogg^ti, 
Ma si, ch' ei di quell' uno, che chiamato 
Av^an' tiranno e d^spota, la m6rte 
Piangdsser p6i che, d' esso liberati. 
In man di lor trovkssersi, che qnanto 
Era di p^ggio in lui av^ano appr^, 
£ deUe tante sue virti!! non una. 

S' agitar', ne fr^mfetter' le nazidni : 
Ma la f6rza. ... la bruta f5rza h m6stro« 
Che degli umani Y knime sgom^nta : 
Dei vili imm^nso h il nilmero ; ed i p^tti, 
D' erbico c6re ad ^ssere creati 
In t^rra un. tabemkcolo, son' p6chi. 
Quindi, non pria dal fango ard) la frdnte 
Levare un qualche n6bile, che 6 brutto 
F^ del suo sangue il su51o, od in cat6ne 
Fu lunghi lustri a ^viver oondannato : 
A ^vere ?• . • . a morir ! ! I ch6 non h vita 
Di nostra gioventti Y amkbil fi6re 
Ved6r sbocciar fra 1* 6mbre dell' ang6soia 
Sepdlto ad appassire in prigidn' aspra, 
Privi di tutto, alle ind^m^nze esp6sti 
Di quanto ha di piil tristo ogni stagidne, 
E a quanto inyentar pu^ di piii afBittivo 
C6r, die nel c^tro ha 1' aspe di vendetta. 

Di tai monarchi in mano bn )l* Eurdpa« 
Che gi6go av^an' di pi6mbo s6vra '1 c6Bo 
De' sottopdsti p6poli posato* 
Fatti, sott' ^880, gli u6mini inTiliti, 
Col fango accostumkvansi a pensare, 
E» ondre e religidn p6sti in obblio» 
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Whose falsehood and whose baseness witfaer'd hhn. 
Set the last seal upon their treacheries : 
They met— yet not to loosen the fell chain 
Whose iron links were eating through his heart ; 
But like the minor bruteSj who mecmly gorge 
The garbage scatt^'d by the lion's m€^» 
And feast upon the game which he has struck. 
They met to prey upon his conquests, prey 
Upon the vitals of the prostrate lands ; 
Not to give freedom — not to silence grief— 
Not to yield happiness — ^nor proffer peace- 
But in die hands of one more great than they 
To teach a sterner lesson ; till they leam'd 
That he whom they had hated, whom their lipa 
Had opened but to curse — whom they had deem'd 
A tyrant and a despot, had bequeath d 
To his successors all his direst faults, 
While every virtue which was bright in him. 
In them was wanting. 

Like the baffled wind 
The nations struggled in their new-knit bonds ; 
Force is a monster, 'tis the attribute 
Of brutes and savages ; the finer thrill 
Of heroism knows it not : the mass 
Who cumber the crush'd earth, are cowards ; hence 
When some more noble spirit woke in flame, 
'Twas quench'd in blood ; or bitterer still, 'twas doom'd 
To live long years in chains ! to Uve ? — to die ?-— 
Such dark existence is not life— to feel 
The blossoms of our youth put forth their leaves. 
And know that they are canker'd at the core ; 
That sunshine cannot visit them, nor dew. 
But that they fade in bursting. . That the cloud 
Of anguish hangs upon our atmos|^ere ; 
That we are dwellers in a dungeon-* vault. 
Fated to misery ; far from all we love ; 
The sport of fortune, and the slaves of fate ; 
The victims of the seasons, though shut out 
From all their benefits ; and keener still. 
The haunted of the heart, where every pulse 
Beats with a poison'd throb ; where every cry 
Is vengeance for a bleak and blighted life ! 
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Facdan' d' ogni ^rba un fascio. • • . e il m6ndo, taina s 

Quando (a ferli awertiti che v* b Dio) 

Piet6so il Padre Et^mo on altro s6gno 

Maiid5 del pot^r Suo, affinch^ scusa 

£i non av^sser' gli 6mpj il Di che innanzi 

Trov^rfebbersi a Cristo in tribunale. 

Un' altro a riversar ckiice in aria 

(L' ultimo fdrse) Iddio V ^gelo Suo 

Mand6 (che fdrse h il s^ttimo !) e a scagliare 

Dardi il mand6 invisibili nei p^tti, 

Che, m^ntre respirare aria salubre 

S6tto ser^no ci^l cred^an sicuri, 

Di m6rte respirar* strazj inuditi I — 

In g^lida region, d6ve cr^d* io 
Che r u6m non abbia caldo n^lle v^ne 
II sangue, apparve il formidabil s6gno, 
Pria che dovunque altr6ve, in £ar6pa : 
Ma gli u6mini di quella, noii soltanto 
Alio spett^ux)l tristo indiff(6r^nti 
Rimksero e inconcussi, ma, induriti, 
S6tto i yessilli accbltisi imperiali 
Del Faradn mdd^mo, il brando in pug^o, 
M6rte a portsLr marcikrono 6 cat^ne 
A Nazion b^lla e n6bile, che infranti 
Suoi c6ppi av^a oltraggi6si. 

Al su6n d' inferno 
D' 6rride tr6mbe, scibgliere V Ear6pa 
Ecco ! mille bandi^re all' kura v^de 
Ed aste innumerkbili brandire, 
E, di stup6r (non di pietk) compr^sa. 
Mill' ^nee gdle e mille trascinare 
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Such were the Kings who eway'd all Europe's fate : 

And such the leaden yoke which they had plac'd 

About the necks that bent beneath tiieir rule. 

Bow'd by such power men's spirits were debas'd. 

And cowardice and vice, bom of the dust, 

Grovell'd and grew ; while honor, and still more 

Religion, were forgotten ; crime was rife ; 

And the bright world became a breathing place 

Of misery and sin. Then He arose. 

The Eternal One, in His appalling pow'r. 

To prove to man that there was yet a God ! 

In mercy, not in vengeance, did He send 

A symbol and a sign upon the earth 

To, smite the disobedient ; and to call 

The memories of the wicked to Himself, 

Ere they shoidd dare the tribunal of Christ, 

The Lord's dread Angel, summon'd by His voice, 

(The seventh perchance!") to pour upon the air 

Another fiat of the Almighty wrath ; 

(The last, it may be, of the Revelation — ) 

And to rain arrows, keen, invisible. 

And poison pointed, in the breast of man ; 

To force him in his weak, presumptuous pride 

Of safety — ^under the beloved sky 
Of his nativity — amid the scenes 
* Of his most empty vanity — to feel 
The unerring shaft of an offended God ! — 

— Cold was the clime, where first the curse appear'd ; 
A land, where circles in the veins of man 
An icy current, which to christen blood 
Were to pollute the term. Yet, deaden'd still 
To their own sinfuhiess, ev'n while the scourge 
Beat down their strongest, did that blinded race 
Rush heedlessly to ruin ; for their hearts 
Were harden'd, and they dar'd to brave their God ! 

—A modem Fharoah spread his banner wide 
And marshall'd them beneath it ; on they press'd 
Aye, even when the Plague was at their hearth^ 
To beat down Liberty — to carry death. 
And chains, and bondage, to a generous land 
Which had but lately cast away the yoke. 
And rais'd the cry of Liberty to Heaven !^ 
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Mira infemali in s^a di libertade 
A portar m6rte 6 6bbr6brio !— 

La trag^dia 
SiMon (quasi a spettkoolo) a ved^re 
Tutti d* Eur6pa i r6, n6 quelli eccfettO, 
Che dan' (costr^tti) 6 fan' di dar prom^ssa 
Pill libertade ai stidditi comm6ssi* 
Di cbi la spada ha al fianco, e dal cui c^nno 
C^nto migli^ja p^dono d' armati, 
Nissuno in pro' de' liberi ei mu6ve, 
E (verg6gna de' t^mpi !) d' assalire 
L' un si perm6tte ai clnto, 

Invan dal c6re 
Mlindan' sonnn^ssi fl^bili sospiri 

I magnluiimi pbchi in ogni t^rra : 

Chi sparla, h morto ! e chi ne piange, h r^o ! 
L* ira h del cifel sn gli n6mini ! e di gu^rra 
Gilt pill s' appr^a alia cittk dey6ta 
n tu6n lugubre. 

Ma r orribil sli^no 
Pill s' avviclna, l^asi alle st^lle 
Sublime pi^, piil f^rvido. . . . piil ardito 
Di libertade il ckntico I — In obblio 
Manda 1* offeso i ricevuti oltraggj 
E r o£rens6re abbraccia. Del perd6no 
S6fire costui 1' umiliazione in pace ; 

II perdonar perd6na a chi perddna, 
E t6ma (cosa rara !) amico v^ro. 
Tr6van' nel ricco i pov6r^lli un padre, 
E nella patria gli 6rfiani sost^gno. 
V^donsi i pigri, attivi : i dilig^nti. 
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—Then startled Europe heard the hellish blast 
Of brazen trumpets : then she saw unfold 
A thousand banners ; and a mighty Host 
Of weapons voVd to tyranny, move on 
To the infernal chorus of the strong 
Bent to beat down the weak ; and to plunge deep 
The dastard dagger in fair Freedom's breast ! — 

— Shame to our times ! Europe's most mighty ones 
Sat by unmov'd, as though the massacre 
Were a mere pastime : — the fdl tragedy 
A pageant, not a shame, which after-deeds 
However glorious, never might efface ; — 
Aye, even they who, quailing on their thrones 
Before the claims of their 0¥m eubjecU, bent 
To promise liberty at home, were mute. 
Nor urg'd the mercy they forbore to force.— 
Not one of those, at whose imperial beck, 
A thousand and a thousand men of might 
Were ready to start forth^not one of those 
Whose weapons boasted of a nation's strength, 
Stirr'd to support the Free I And one bright land. 
The hunted of a hundred, stood alone 1-^ 

— Vainly the scatter'd few, whose nobler souls 
Were bursting both with sympathy and shame, 
Sigh'd o'er the sacrifice : whoever spake 
Of pity and of freedom, died the death— 
Whoever wept, was guilty of a crime- 
Vainly did man lift up his voice to Heav'n, 
The wrath of God was on him ; and the cry 
Of war re-echoed at the city gates.— 

But 'mid the discord and the din of arms. 
Another, holier chorus peal'd to Heaven ; 
Bold in their blessed cause, the hunted ones 
Awoke the Hymn of Liberty, which rose 
Sublime — impassion'd — fearless— to the stars ! 
All in that threatened city now was love : 
The injur'd one forgot the injury. 
And cksp'd the hand which once had done him wrong ; 
And the transgressor meekly bore the sting 
Of this forgiveness, and in turn forgave : 
Learning ti^e bitter lesson, (seldom learnt). 
Of loving him whom he had vow'd to hate. 
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Farsi piil industri : i vili, acquistar c6re, 
£ tutti er6i, i gik pr6(li. All' amicizia, 
Al buonyol6r scambi^vole contrasto 
Gill pill non &6uo i tltoli od i ranghi. 
L' ali c^l^sti sue ckndide batte 
Sulla cittli la pace, e d' ivi ^sp^lle 
(Del ci^lo kquila b^lla) invidia n^ra. 
S6tto r^^gida ognun di libertade 
(Madre imparziale) acc6gliesi ; e, com' una 
£ la cittli, sol* uno h il sentim6nto .... 
U c6r, che batte in ogni s6n, soF uno. 

Fu6r* del recinto dell* amate mura 
Mercian' .... v61an' gl' impkyidi a miglikja 
A fare ai patrii muri e alle magi6ni, 
Ove le spose, i figlj e i genit<5ri 
Hanno lasciati, un' krgine de' p^tti : 
Ma, mlseri ! con 16r non v}i Geh6va, 
E indi^tro, messaggi^r che tutto h p^rso, 
T6ma il lor sangue a rivi. 

11 c6re in s6no 
S^nton' farsi di ghiaccio, a quella vista, 
Tutti col6r, che al braccio di que' f5rti 
Av6an' fidato il tutto- • . • e non in Dio, 
Per cui tutt' h quel ch* h ! — Davanti all' ara 
Ei dell* Et^mo ofi5§so le bandi^re 
Prostrate non av^vano, n€ il c6re. 
Umlli ei non av6an, pria di partire, 
Confessate le c61pe al Signor Idro, 
N6 de* peccati chi^togli perd6no. 
II t^mpio di lor Ikgrime irrigato 
Ei non av^an, n^ 1' aria int6mo empiuta 
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The poor became the cherish'd of the rich ; 

The orphan found a home in every heart; 

The slothful sprang to toil as to a feast ; 

The coward cast aside his fear, and grew 

Into a hero ; pride of place and name 

Were each unheed'd ; in the common cause 

All men were brothers. Peace spread wide her wings 

O'er the devoted city — that pure peace 

Which '• passeth understanding ;" every heart 

Beat but with charity ; while envy fled 

Discountenanced, to seek another lair. 

The shield of Liberty was rais'd, where best 

It may be planted — in a nation's heart : 

One pulse beat in the arteries of the land ; — 

One impulse urg'd it on — one soul was there ! — 

—Forth from the cherish'd wails, for which they strove, 
Ru«h'd the intrepid citizens ; their breasts 
A living rampart to oppose the foe — 
They fought for freedom, for their hearth and homes. 
Their hoary-hair'd, the children of their age. 
The lov'd ones of their manhood, — for their All ! 
But He who only can insure to man 
The victory he seeks ; withheld His aid. 
And went not forth with them. — In one fell stream 
Flow'd back the blood of martjnr'd liberty; — 
The city saw the crimson messenger. 
And knew that all was lost ! — Then froze each heart. 
Then bow'd each humbled head, then paus'd each pulse. 
As flash'd before them the appalling truth. 
That, strong in their own strength, proud in the cause 
For which they strove, reckless of other aid 
Than their own prowess, in themselves they sought 
The power which only could be won of God ; 
Nor brow, nor banner, in their empty pride 
Ere they went forth, had they in reverence bent 
Before the altar of the Lord their God. — 
They had not wept in penitence for sins 
Committed while His blessing shielded them ; 
Their tears had not bedew'd the sacred spot 
Where stood His Holy Temple ; nor their sigha 
Risen, a humble holocaust to Heaven ! 

3 
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Di sospir tratti da compunto cu6re, 
Di du61, d' umiliazi6n p^gnj non fintit 
La c6ppia indivislbile infemale 
(Peccato e m6rte !) lor ten^ dappr^so 
Compagna e distruzione. • . • e n6ra nube 
Pi^na di du51. . . • pi^na d' orr6r. . . • di m6rte, 
Lor stava sil. • • • // cipiglio del Signore ! 

Ckddero ei quindi, e de' cadkver* 16ro 
£mpi le fbsse ad iscalar le mura 
L' Oste cui sc61se a lor flag^Uo Iddio. 
E ch' altro ^sser pot^ ? ! 

Al muto annunzio 
(Pill d* ogni v6ce fl^bile) del sangue, 
Le g^nti sbigottirono, che indi^tro 
Eran' rimaste, quando alia trag^dia 
De' fig]j su6i piu pr6di in campo estinti 
(Non vi^' mai s61o il mal) mal6r s' aggiunse. 
Cad^rsi in s6no la cittade nn dardo 
Dal cih\ senti invisMe.— " La P^ste !'* 
(Sclam6 la prima vittima :) — " La P^ste !!*' 
(Sclani6 chi primo udiUa) ; e la Cittade 
Div^nne, in m6n che il dico, ^co lugilbre, 
Ch* ovunque ripet^— " P^ste ! la P^ste !!!" 

Sil^nzio il primo di, cupa trist^zza 
Si f6ce in quella t^rra, empi ogni c6re. 
L' 6cchio dell' u6m .... dell' u6mo il c6r non mai 
Ay6a simil spettkcolo veduto, 
N^ tanta mai 1' av^ pietk comm5sso. 
Ore .... poch' 6re in s6 tutti i martiri 
Fur* viste a conten6r di mille m6rbi, 
E r u6m da mille m6rbi lacerato. 



THE PLAQUB. 51 

Death and Transgression, (ever hand in hand,) 

By their own pride engendered, 'mid their raiJcs 

Mov'd darkly on ; their direst enemies — 

Above their heads, a vapour fraught with dread. 

With sorrow— horror— vengeance—densely hung ; 

The fearful frown of an offended God ! 

Thus fell they by His hand : and the vast host 

Who did them battle, were the instruments 

Of the Ahnighty wrath. Fainting and weak 

They fell before the foe ; their quivering trunks 

Yielding a footing to their enemy. — 

Could it be otherwise where God was not ? — 

--Blood flow'd about them ; the dumb harbinger 

Which needs no voice of wailing to enhance 

Tlie terror of its tidings, when, behold — 

A second judgment ! which awhile forbade 

All memory of the fiedl'n ; a second pang. 

Deeper and deadlier than the first, was fdlt 

Through the devoted city, when a cry 

As of some demon- scourg'd and madden'd wretch 

Peal'd through the streets,—" The Plague !" The first who 

heard 
The yell, scream'd out in turn, ** The Plague 1" Aghast 
For one short moment, men held in their breath. 
Striving to doubt — ^but forth again it burst 
As with a trumpet blast ; and while the sound 
Fell on their aching ears, they caught it np. 
And cast it back again with frighthil shrieks ; 
Until the city, where so late was heard 
The sob of breaking hearts, the clash of arms. 
The wail of women in their helplessness. 
Became one hideous echo — all beside 
Drown'd in the maddening yell : — " The Plague ! The 

Plague!" 
Then silence fell on the deserted streets. 
And men shrank, trembling, from the ghastly truth. 
, The boldest spirit quail' d, the sternest hearts 
Were melted into pity and to fear ; 
A few brief hours did the dark work of years. 
And one fell malady comprised the pangs 
Of manifold diseases. Man was torn 

3* 
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U u6m lo chiam' io ? — M6 lasso ! om^ dell' u6mo 
Pill non riti^ne il misero sembianza, 
N6 pill del Fatt6r suo Y immkgin b^lla ! 

Oh ! se' tu quel, che, gi6vine e aw^n^nte, 
Av^i da s<5imo plkcido stamane 
Schiusi gli 6cchi, che in fr6nte t' ^ran* st611e 
Testim6ni d' an c6r tutto ripi^no 
Di quanto la speranza ha di piil d61ce ? 
Oh ! se* tu quel, che, nato a presied^re 
(Opra di Dio piii b^lla) a quanto ha Dip 
A piac6r tuo creato, ^ri piil b^Uo, 
Staman', dei £i6r', che ay6a baciati aur6ra ? 
Oh ! se' tu quel, che» a' genitdri innanzi 
y^n^ndo ogni mattina, ^ri ritratto 
Di quel ch* ei di r^c^nte ^rano stati, 
E li fac6i sorridere di gioja 
Nel rived^r dell' u6m la primav^ra 
(Ch* una sol h) nel figlio rinnovata ? ! 
Oh ! se' tu quel, da cui pend^a la pace, 
Dalla cui s6rte il c6r tutto pend^a 
Di vergine gentile amante e amata ? ! 
Qu^Uo se' tu, ch' empi6vi di dolc6zza, 
Quando cantavi, 1' kere d' intdmo, 
E, se parlavi, i c6r' d' ammirazi6ne ? 
Ah ! non piil quel tu sM. . . . ni di quel V 6mbra !!! 
Un' 6ra .... un' 6ra br^ve ha dell' Aprile 
U amenitk distrutta, i fior. . . .la gi6ja, 
E tutto, in primav^ra, ha quel recato 
Ch' ha di piil tristo il v^mo ! — Gi^ si vaghe 
Le fdrme tue, om^, piil non son' qu611e, 
Ne' piil riconoscibili ! Al bel fiore 
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As by a thousand plagues ; man, said I ? man ? 
Alas ! the smitten wretch, amid his throes. 
Was man no longer : from his brow was rent 
All likeness to his Maker, to his kind ! — 

Art thou the same, poor victim, who at noon 
Mov'd in thy brightness like a thing of light ? 
Whose eyes, just opening from their tranquil rest. 
Like earthly stars shed lustre on thy path. 
And told the hope that nestled at thy heart ? 
Canst thou be he, thy Maker's masterpiece. 
Who, bom to rule the meaner animals 
Of this most glorious world, stood proudly forth 
More beautiful, more blooming than the flowers 
That woo'd thee in thy holiday of life ? 
Art thou the lov'd one who at every dawn 
Call'd down the blessing of the aged pair 
Who gave thee life ; and who in tiiy young strength. 
Thy duteous gentleness, thy manly grace. 
Beheld a dearer image of themselves. 
And smil'd amid the weakness of their years. 
To see their spring of life renewed in thee ? 
Was it on thee that all the hopes, the peace. 
The feelings of a pure and trusting breast 
Were once bound up ? a lov'd and lovely one 
Dependant, for her happiness, on earth ? 
Was it thy voice, when murmur'd out in song. 
On which so many ears enraptured hung ? 
Thine eloquence which won so many hearts ? 
Alas ! 'tis but a dream — thy day of- pride. 
Of beauty, and of strength, is overpast ; 
One Httle hour has blighted thee : thy spring 
Is spent ere scarcely tasted, and the blast 
Of fell disease has made it winter now I ^ 



ij*# 
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Che dianzi ti rid^a degli airni in viso 

Decrepitezza squallida h i^acc^ssa ! 

Le guancie, cui s' unlano a colorire 

Test6 le r6se e i giglj, or pavonazze 

Fkttesi e scarne : gli 6cchi, che V imp^ro 

Esercitlivaii' dianzi su bel cu6re, 

E '1 cui splend6r soave il buonvol^re 

Di cbi dint6mo stkvati attirava. 

Or nella frdnte (5cchi non piti) sepolti : 

Lo st6rcer delle m^bra quasi s^rpe 

In due partito : e gli urli agonizzanti, 

Che, m5rte di chi t' ama, ac^rbo strazio 

Anche del c6r farien' dell' inimico. 

Or tutto h pr5va infliusta che s^i 

In agonia fierissima, cui mai, 

Dacch' u5mo h Y u6m, non spennent6 natura. 

Oh di mis^ria pi^o umano g^rme, 

A qual rovina mai se' degradato. . • • 

A qual serbato sei s6rte nefanda ! 

Oh del peccato infkosta cons^gu^nza !!l 

Entra, spirito f5rte. . . . incr^dulo I 6ntra> 
E nella stanza oh mira del dol6re • 
II f5rte, il b^llo, il gi6vine prostrato ! 
Mira la m6rte arcigna ogni suo strazio 
In un sol* u6mo inflJggere ; e in un* 6ra> 
Pria di vibrare in lui V idtimo t^o. 
Fare ad un s61 provar tutti i martiri, 
Co' quai partitam^nte i miUe e i miUe 
Av^va inesor^ile gik sp^nti. 
Mira confiisi i d6tti a pro' dell' ^gro 
Nulla pot6r chiamati, ch^ deluse 
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Shrank is thy form of manliness and might : 

Men look upon thee, hut they know thee not : 

The hloom of youth, which hrighten'd o'er thy brow, 

Is withered, never to return ; thy cheeks. 

Where warr'd the brightest tints of health and strength, 

Are lean and livid e'en to loathsomeness ; 

Thine eyes, where beauty lov'd to sun herself. 

Gaining and giving splendour, sunk and dim. 

Refuse their office, prematurely dead ! 

Thy writhing limbs, like to a severed snake. 

In ghastly coilings, seem to lose the use 

Which Nature had assigned them ; while thy voice 

Hoarse— *howling — horrible — might waken tears 

In eyes that hate thee ; while to those who love 

They treble every pang. Alas ! for thee 

Earth hath no keener agony than this. 

" O miserable mankind, to what fall 

Degraded ; 6) what wretched state reserv'd ! "♦ 

Most fearful consequence of human sin ! 

Here enter. Infidel ! Apostate ! Acre- 
Approach the dying bed, and there behold 
The strong, the beautiful, the young, beat down 
Amid his strength and beauty. See where Death, 
Armed with a thousand torments, stands aloof 
To use them singly ; ere he hurls the last. 
Unfailing arrow to the sufierer's heart ! 
Behold Um, in his fearful might, exhaust 
His hoarded pangs, each deadly in itself : 
See too the men of skUl, with baffled eye. 
Look on, unable to assoage the throes 
Of this most fell disease ; their subtlest arts 
Prostrated by a dark and withering burst 

• MUtoD. 
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Son' r arte e la dottrina. Un vel^n nii6TO 

Mira ! ogni g6ccia m^dica al vel^o 

Aggiilnger, che, invisibile inghiottito 

(D' ogni miiscolo a strazio e d' ogni n^rvo 

Gik s^rpe nelle v^ne ! — Nu6vo sc^mpio 

Mira la man chirilrgica (6ye mu6va* 

All' 6pre, ond' eUa av^a gilt tanti frali 

C6rpi a m5rte rapiti) far de* m^bri, 

Ch' ha test^ t6cchi 1' angelo dell* ira ! 

Inkbile rimira inoper6sa 

Stargli pietik d' int6mo, e am6r con 6ssa, 

Che tutto a pro' di lui vorria pot^re, 

£ al suo morir per non pot^r si mu5re ! 

E s' agli est^mi s^gnj punto cr^di, 

Mira dal c6r. . . . dall' int611^tto oh mira 

Quanto Preghi^ra h ass^nte di quell' egro» 

La Preghi^ra, che h Dio • • . • o 1' u6m con ltd t 

— Assfente e la Preghi^ra al piti grand* u6po. . . . 

All' ultimo deU' u6mo !— Ei piti da Dio 

Grazie otten^r non pu6 : — non otti^n' grazia 

Chi Dio non pr^ga. . . • e qu6i non pu6 pregare. 

Natura in quell' u6m misero s6 st^ssa 

Pill non raT^visa; ch6 non mai natura 

A strazio fil si fl^biLe dannata. 

Vivo-sep61to in s6n della bal6na,' 

Quando sovr' ^sso av6a tutte serrate 

Le p6rte sue la vita, neppur Gi6na 

Prov6 qual h torm^nto 1' ultim* 6ra • 

Ch' ei pur pot6 levar 1' knima a Dio» 

E Dio pregar di grazia e di perdono r 

Ma qui prostrata h Y knima. ... ed ^ muta. 
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Of agony and madness : see their drags 

But turn to fiercer poison ; and call up 

New tortures, until every pulse and nerve 

Quivers and quails beneath the unequal strife ! 

Behold the surgeon's hand (prompt to apply 

The remedies which erst had brought success,) 

Lending still keener agonies, to tiiose 

Which the destroying Angel, like a flood 

Of liquid flame, had poured into the veins 

Of h& despairing victim. Pity shrinks 

In the timidity of uselessness 

From the hard couch of death ; and Love, in tears 

At its own impotence, can only die 

As dies the cherished one it may not save ! 

If thou hast fedth, repentant sinner, come. 

And s^e how life may pause without the power 

Of prayer and supplication. StiU he lives. 

Yet 'tis but in the flesh ; the heart, the mind. 

The glorious intellect have sunk in night ; 

The body resteth, but the soid is gone ! 

He lives, yet cannot pray ; he cannot taste 

That bless'd communion, which is either God, 

Or the best link which binds that God to man. 

In his last hour of need he cannot pray,— 

He cannot ask one blessing^deprecate 

The vengeance of his Maker — seek for peace 

Whence only it can come ; he cannot pray ! 

Nature, agluutt, recoils upon herself. 

And shrill before a new and fearful scourge. 

£'en Jonah, when engulphed, shut out from all 

Of human kind, hopeless of life and light 

In his most hideous prison, felt a joy 

Unknown in this surpassing misery ! 

He still coidd raise his spirit-cry to God ; 

He still could weep o'er his repented sins. 

And sue for peace and pardon. Here, the sou 

Is prostrated and mute ; her light is gone ! 
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— Om^, chi sk dell* i!lltima preghi^ra 

(Quando vig^ salute in quelle f6rme) 

Qual fu il ten6re, e quanto fb. del punto 

Ch* ei le trafisse Y angelo lontana ! — 

Av68se all pur quel misero saputo, 

Ch' ultima off^rta sua quella preghi^ra 

Stava al Signer per ^sere : . • . . che un padre, 

Che un Dio invocava. . • • un Dio, che fra non molto 

Diriagli in tribunal giiidice assiso, 

*' Beato, a d^tra I" 6 *' A manca, maled^tto !" 

Con che fervor (bench^ pr5digo figlio) 

Al Sign6r suo riy61tosi, perd6no 

Gridato ei non avria de' falli suoi. . . • 

Al suo Sign6r, che padre e Padre-Dio 

Eragli ancdr (ch* h a dir) tutto mercede, 

Nelle braccia ad acoSglierlo di padre 

Prdnto anc6ra e a dar* 6rdine, che ffesta 

Nella magi6n degli angioH si f6sse 

Pel peccat6r pentltosi. — II fee* egli ?— 

Se si, se n6, sallo sol d^sso e Dio !!! 

Sp^cchiati intanto in lui, materialista ! 
Ch' 6cchi non hai che per ved^ la m6ta. 
In lui ti sp^cdiia, e '1 bel tri6nfo oss^rva 
Di tua cr^d^nza s5rdida. 

Negare, 
Dimmi, pu6i tu, che V nbm dal di ch' ei nasce 
Sk, che il gi6mo di m6rte ha da venire, 
Che r ha dal m6ndo a t6gliere per s^mpre ? 
Negar, dimmi, puo' tu, che previd^nza 
pi s) tr^m^ndo awenim^nto e c^rto, 
(Nel cui vel^no intingonsi pur tutte 
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• Alas ! what may have been his latest prayer, 
When health and strength were with him; when his thought 
Dwelt not upon the moment, then so near. 
Of judgment and of death ! Could he have known 
That supplication to have been the last 
His lips would ever proffer : that his voice 
Invok'd a Father and a God, bv whom 
He would so soon be summoned, as a Judge 
At the tribunal of Eternity — 
A Judge whose awful fiat would peal forth 
An everlasting sentence : ** On my right 
Stand thou, most blessed one !" or, ** On my left 
Take up thy place, accursed !" with what zeal. 
What breathless fervour had he cried to Grod, 
However coldly through a life of sin 
He might have worshipp'd — with what trembling tears 
Had he poured out his soul in penitence. 
And sued for pardon at the Eternal throne I 
How had he sought the mercy of that Grod 
Who was alike his Father and his Lord : 
The Great and Pitiful, whose ready ear 
Might yet have heard the cry, and answered it ; 
And, as the parent, when the prodigal 
Retum'd in penitence to weep his fault, 
And in humility to mend his life. 
Received him with rejoicings ; even thus 
His Heavenly Father might have pardoned him ! 
And had such been his prayer ? Who shall reply ? 
The answer rests with bin, and with his God ! 
And thou, materialist— who, of the world 
And thine own empty theories, would make 
A God of clay, come hither, and behold ! 
This is thy fellow mortal, and in him 
Thou seest the fate which may overtake thyself. 
Hast thou not leam'd that man, however wrapt 
In his own vanity ; however great 
In his own fpnd conceit ; however fenc'd 
By pomp and power, must yield them all — and die 1 
Canst thou deny that the dark dread of death 
(To thee, and such as thee, who cast away 
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Di questa vita misera le spine) 
Maledizi(5ne e mbrte h della vita 
Per chi (qual te) d' amm^ttere ricusa 
Ch* h delle c68e tutte Iddio V aut6re ?— 
Or che pr^sci^nza tal non avyel6na 
L' esist^Dza de' bruti al m6Ddo nbstro 
Chiaro tel prova il tkuro, che menare, 
Bench^ si f6rte, Iksciasi al mac^llo 
Nod m^ii dell' agna d6c]le che bacia 
La man sul d6sco a buo supplizio armata. 
Dunque, com* h che si il tuo Dio-»la m6ta — 
Comm^tte a danno tuo tanta ingiustizia? 
Ch^ gi^ non mi dirai ^ere un d6no 
Dell' Esist^nza b^Ua ^sser tu c6n8cio 
Che antiv^di tremando V ultim 6ra. 
E s'6 pur v6r, che possa TEsist^nza 
B^lla par^re a te, che innanzi agli 6cchi 
S^mpre malgrado tuo, v^di la fine* . . . 
.... La Fine (6rrido n6me !) a che tu dunque 
Al nilmer gik si piccolo de' gi6mi, 
Che dassi all' u6m d' esistere, defialchi, 
Le n6tti (ad acquistar sci^nza e sap^re) 
Passando insdnne a impallidir su i libri ? • 
Saper?. • • .scienza la tua ? — U6mo infelice ! 
Sapdr quello non h, n6 quella ^ scthiza, 
Che in tutto a ricon6scer non c' ins^gna 
Di fu6ri e d^ntro noi la man' di Dio. 
Da fil d' ^ba minuto all' alta Qu^rcie, 
Dal piii piccolo ins^tto all'^lefante, 
O dal piii picciol p^soe alia bal^na, 
Tutto, tutto c* ins^gna che la t^rra 
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Their holy faith in a creating God,) 

Steeps every bliss in poison ? Brutes alone 

Ldve on, unconscious of their coming fate ; 

The lordly bull walks calmly to the stake 

E'en like the lamb, which, ere its blood is shed. 

Caresses the stem hand uprais'd to kill ! 

And is thy creed less merciful ? thy fife 

O'ershadow'd by a future fraught with fears ? 

It must be thus — thou dost deny thy God ! 

Dost thou not tremble, when the world appears 

So beautiful and bright, to know how few 

May be thy days amid its soft d^ights ? 

Dost thou not shrink to think upon thine end ? 

Why dost thou waste, overwhelmed with dread like this, 

Ev'n one of those short days ? why dost thou pore 

0*er works of worldly science, seeking light 

Out of the darkness whence no light can come ? 

What doth thy lore avail ? 

Can that be wise 
Or great, or learned, which but teaches man 
To look into himself? nor see in all 
About, above, within him, marks of power 
Imprinted there by the sole hand of God ? 
The smallest plant— the mightiest oak which rears 
Its head to meet the blast — the tinyest fish 
Which glides along the stream — the bulky mass 
Of the Leviathan which heaves the seas, — 
The winged atom dancing in the sun, — 
The ponderous Elephant — alike proclaim 
That God is the Creator ; and the Earthy 
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Opra ^ d' un Dio ; e s61 che al firmam^nto 
Dal tuo pensar col fango alzi le luci. 
Quant' h vedrai glorioso il Cr^atore, 
Che Dio nel S61 si m6stra, e nella Luna 
E nelle st^lle in ci^l, che quai pur vide 
II primo g^nitdr son' tai pur s^mpre, 
E id^ ci dan', bench^ soltanto id^a, 
Di gl6ria e di splend6r, che mai non muta. 
Si Dio nell' 6pre Sue riconosciuto 
T^sto alia m^nte inspira, che levare 
S' h per quelle potuto (Sua merc^de) 
R€ a contemplarlo in ci^lo Onniposs^te, 
Ammirazion, trem6r, riconoscenza, 
Culto e sp^me d' ascender sino a Lui 
Et^rna a laudarlo etemalm^nte. 
-^Sap&e il tuo, ch' ai falsi orr6ri aggiunge 
(Null* altro pu6) de' quai m6rte dec6ra 
Suo spavent6ito sch^letro ? Sapire 
Quel che t' ins^gna a aver s5rte comune 
Co' bruti in vita e in m6rte. . . .a fare stima 
SI vil di t^ ? 

Fiu s5rdido di quelli, 
SI, piu s6rdido sei, che della b^Ua 
Ragi6n dotato, ad ^ssere t' ostini 
Bruto. % . .e peggior de' bruti, po* ch6 p^cchi 
(Ed essi n6) a disp^tto di Ragi6ne. 
Or ^ntra adunque, e sp^chiati. La s6rte 
Ecco ! che m6ta (Idolo tuo) alia m6ta 
Serba ! — Or gukrdati mucchio di dol6re 
Fatto e d' orr6r. . . ,ch6 il cknchero racchiudi 
Tu anc6r nel p^tto, aw^gna 6r non lo s^nta ! 
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And all upon it are his handywork ! 
Or, for a moment raise thy thoughts to Heaven, 
And look above the world thou lov'st so well ; 
Graze on the glorious firmament, and see 
The bright creations of the only God- 
Behold the sun, the moon, the countless stars. 
Unchanged for ages. As our fathers first 
Beheld them, do we look upon them now ; 
T3^s are these wondrous worlds of life and light 
Ck that etherial glory, which has been 
From the beginning, and shall ever be ! 

Thus may the Lord be worshipp'd in His works, 
ThuB may the mind (assisted by His grace) 
Look from these bright creations to their God ; 
And with a duteous fear, a pious love. 
Admiringly and gratefully behold 
That God a King in Heav*n ; and with a hope 
Holy and humble, wait the hour when death 
Shall make that joy eternal, which in Heav'n 
Awaits the faithful ; and where God is praised 
For ever and for ever. 

Call'st thou thine 
Knowledge, which only adds a deeper gloom 
To death, and decks his hideous skeleton 
With more appalling terrors ? Can that be 
Wisdom which basely teaches thee to bow 
Thy spirit to a level with the brutes, 
And i^are their commion and degrading lot ? 

More wise than even thou art they if thus 
Thou dost prostrate thy r^tson, and become 
By will, what Nature hath decreed to them. ' 
They know not sin ; but thou, insensate wretch, 
•Dost sin, despite the mercy of thy God, 
Who made thee in the likeness of Himself ! 
Approach the dying, and behold in him 
What thou shalt one day be ; see what this life. 
The idol of thy worship — what this flesh, 
The theme of thy idolatry bequeathes 
Unto its fellow flesh : contemplate well 
This hideous mass of horror and disease,-^- 
Nor turn away with loathing, and believe 
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Gnarda gik pr^to a estinguersi del gi6mo 
Agli 6cchi della m6ta il b^l s^r^no . • • . 
Quel, che non mai s^nza sentir mirasti 
Desio nel c6re ch' e' durasse 6t^rno ! 
Guarda farsi le t^nebre vel6ci 
Gik da minuto all' altro piu vicine, 
E tutto awiluppar di morte e bujo 
II piano, il c611e, il m6nte, la f6r^sta, 

I pkscoli, le gr^gge, i prati, i £6ri, 

II f6iite, il fiume, il mare, le cittadi, 
Aug^Ui e b^lve ed u6mini !— Gli aflF^tti 
D' am6r, di gratitildiii, d' amicizia, 
Che nel turribol f ilron della vita 
Inc^nso odorosissimo, oh rimira 
Tutti spirar nel Ckos della mota 
Brutti, s6rdidi, intitili • • • . nonnulla ! 
Mira in quell' u6mo il Te, di cui tu andasti 
Si per brev' anni tiimido e geloso, 

A chi ti att6mia ogg^tto or di ribr^zzo 

Ffeccia co^ bruti nella st^ssa buca 

Gik gik pr^sso a disc6ndere. . .e marcire ! 

Mira. . . .che piti dir6?-:-Se al V6r si ci^co 

T' ha Sktana renduto .... Satanasso, 

Che della m6ta (a r^nderti V oggetto 

Della risa d' Inftmo) hssi servito 

A innamorarti onde perd^ssi un ci^lo ! 

Se n^ghi al s61 la luce ed alia luna 

£ un cu6re all' u6m d' amare Iddio capace, 

Va', mostro di Natura, infin che spiri 

Co' p6rci in brago a vlvere ; e p6i vecchio 

Nella materia ingolfati. • • • efinUci! 
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Such cannot be thy fate ; for though more slow. 

Still doth the poison circle\m thy veins — 

Behold the day of life (whiclt, in thy heart. 

So often thou hast wish'd could last for thee. 

To all eternity,) about to sink 

Into the midnight of the grave — to day ! 

Here trace how darkness steals along the soul ; 

Each moment denser, deeper — death and night 

Envelop every object — ^hills and plains, 

Mountains and forests, meadows, flocks and flow'rs. 

Fountains, and seas, and rivers ; and no less 

The peopled cities, and the human race ; 

All fade away together. Love, and trust. 

And gratitude, and friendship, which had been 

The incense of life's atmosphere, alike 

In this most awful hour succumb, and sink 

Into mere matter, loathsome to the sense. 

Corrupt — disgustful — useless — shrunk away 

Into inanity and nothingness ! 

Here gaze upon thyself — here learn to judge 

The value of the idol thou hast shrin'd 

Within thy secret heart — here see that self 

Of which thou hast been vain — that fleshly thing 

Whence chamel scents exhale; and which must fill 

A grave of fell corruption, like the brutes 

To moulder into rottenness and dust ! 

Need I say more ? If, by the secret wiles 

Of Satan, thou art blinded to the truth ; 

If he hath so possessed thee with himself, 

(To make thee sport for devils !) as to raise 

Within thy heart a love of this vile clay ; 

If thou art bhnded to the light of Heaven, 

The sun by day, the silver moon by night; 

If thou canst think that man — the heir of sin. 

Can breathe the breath of life without his God ; 

Then go — an outcast from all Nature^s laws ; 

The brand of thy apostacy, burnt in. 

Like to a written curse, upon thy brow. 

Gro ! harbour with the brutes : thou art of them. 

And they of thee ; and when thy days are told, 

In the same blindness thou hast liv'd, so end 

Thy dark existence — and, despairing, die ! 
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Altro, oh ben' altro i* v^ggo, ch6 la fede ' 
Altr' 6cchi (Dio merc^) m' ha m^ssi in £r6nte ! 

—A misura vegg* io che a quel giac^nte 
L' 6cchio mortal s' abb^ina (perch' ei 
Si i^ del D) insensibile alia Luce) 
Schiildersi i ci^li e £arsi d' 6ra in 6ra 
Su quel l^tto di m6rte ne' col6ri 
L' arco bal^n piil vivido ! Per esso 
Che dal cihl spunta, e in curva a piii col6ri 
Sc^nde a d^stra a posarsi di quell' ^gro, 
V^ggio d' angeli sc^ndere un b^l c6ro 
A ministrargU e a p6rgergli c6nf5rto. 
Un, ne' m^rti prom^ttegU di Cristo 
De' falli suoi il perd6no : altri, d' Olivo, 
Che fiiitti produrrk s^mpre di Pace, 
y^go una palma ci^ica offerirgli : 
Altri, la vita 6t^ma in Paradise 
Descrivergli qual fia; altri, la mano 
P6rgergli,, ond' ei de' v^rmini dal macchio 
Che sua prigion compdsero, e che,' in gu^rra 
Or r un con 1' altro, t^ntano a miglikja 
L' alma invano d' offender ch' h immortale, 
Alzisi k v61o.— Sorrldere lo spirto 
V^ggio alio sfbrzo iniltil della m6ta, 
E in v61to il guardo figger de' c^l^sti, 
Che in br^ve gli saran' frat^ in ci^lo. 

— -Ambo gli sp^cchi suoi v^ggio ten^rgli 
Alia sinistra il Dikvolo, perch' 6g]i 
Sotto feJsi col6ri appresentata 
La mortal vita in un di quelli oss^rvi, 
E pill che nol fi!i gi^, nell' am6r d' essa. 
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The light of faith is round me :— through the grace 
And mercy of my God, my earthly eyes 
Look now upon a holier spectacle ! 
Lo ! where the dying one, as life recedes. 
And the world's sights grow dim, forgets his pangs 
In gazing on the blessed light of Heaven ! 
The gates of Paradise unfold themselves, 
w^d the bright rainbow of the fedth, whose spian 
Begins on high, and ends beside the couch 
Of the just man in his extremity. 
Glows in still lov'lier colours ; while ft train 
Of angels, chorussing the Almighty praise. 
Descend to comfort the departing soul. 
And one, the foremost of the angelic host. 
Is whispering peace, and pardon of his sins. 
Through the Redeemer's sacrifice of love. 
Another stretches forth the olive branch 
Of everlasting amity, whose fruit 
£ndures for ever ; — while a third, in tones 
Like softest harpings, paints to him the joys 
Of the Eternity which he has won. 
The lastf the loveliest, with a smile of light. 
And ready hand, assists him as he seeks 
To disenthral his panting soul, and rise 
Uncumber'd by the fetters a£ the flesh. 
Vainly the parting pangs would wound him now. 
He heeds not ear&Ly agony ; he knows 
That through the mercy of a Saviour, 
He is immortal ! and his spirit soars 
To Heav'n, as, marshall'd by the seraph band, 
He smiles in scorn of the vile clay, wluch erst 
Fetter'd his soul to earth ; and with his gaze 
Pix'd on the forms of light which round him float. 
Wings his bless'd way to join their ranks in Heaven ! 
— See where beside lus bed the Tempter stands ! 
A mirror in each hand : the one all bright 
With a delusive vision of the world 
Wooing him to its worship ; that in this. 
His last and darkest hour, his soul may yearn 
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Or di lasciarla a) panto, ingalappiato, 
Urli al m6rbo od al Dio, che gliela t6glie, 
Maledizioni atr6ci. 

Dai demoni 
Nelle fomaci ffetide d' inftmo 
D' ogni infernal fattucchieria comp6sti 
Son qu^lli sp^glj. In uno, altre cor6ne 
V^de il Prence prom^ssegli ambizi68o: 
V^e il Gu6rri^r per le ndv^lle g^sta 
Nu6vi troffei rip^tere *1 suo n6nie : 
y^de il pr6digo i m^zzi a lui prom6ssi 
Le sue fortune sparse a riparare» 
E a mal mandar di nu6vo una fortuna : 
V6de r avaro i cilmuli dell' 6ro, 
A patto sol prom^ssigli ch' ei viva : 
V6de il lascivo di piti vaghe f6rme, 
Di piii bel cinto ad6ma e seduc^nte 
V^ere apparsa a stfendergli le braccia ; 
E la passione ogni u6mo, che, piil d' altra, 
Fe del suo c6r gov^mo e della m^nte 
Finch' abit6 la t^rra, ivi cont^mpla, 
S61o a patto ch* ei viva, soddisfatta. 
— L' altro h specchio di m6rte ! Essa in un campo. 
Pill della p^ce n^ro. ogni peccato 
Sta incid^ndo a carktteri di fu6co ! 
Tutto ^ sil^nzio ivi ^ntro, cui soltanto 
A rfendere ooncdrron* piu tr^m^ndo 
Gli uditi da lontan fl^bili accenti 
Del t^mpo, che ne dice Addio ! . . . • Addio !— - 

Cornice h di quel v6tro a mille t^ste 
Disperazion, che ogni ^ima sgom6nta. 
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To linger in the flesh; and curse his God, 
Who by disease has torn him from its joys ! 
— ^The demons who have pow'r to tempt mankind. 
In the most fetid furnaces of Hell 
Have forg'd those mirrors with infernal spells. 
In one, the Monarch, whose ambitious soul 
Pants for increase of power, beholds new crowns ; 
The warrior looks on fields of blood and strife, 
Where he alone is victor, and his name. 
The rallying cry of glory~the poor fool 
Who covets riches only as a mean 
Of pampering his wastefulness and vice. 
Learns darker modes of prodigaHty ; 
The miser gloats o'er heaps of sordid gold ; 
The soft voluptuary, whose worthless life 
Is but a sensual dieam, within that glass 
Sees fancy far excelled by a bright shape. 
Whose face and form seductively entice 
His wakening passions, and whose outstretch'd arms 
Seem to invite and welcome his embrace. 
Each man in that dark mirror sees displayed 
His darling vice— all to be cheaply bought 
By the existence of some added years. 
The other mirror is of deadUer hue ! 
Black, black as night ; where Death stands forth, prepar'd 
To register the sins of him, whose soul 
Is on the wing, in characters of fire ! 
All there is silent, save the thrilling tone 
(Deeper than silence) , of untiring Time ; 
Who, momently, to the expiring wretch. 
Murmurs his stern ** Farewell !" — The ghastly frame 
Of the dread mirror, is beset with skulls : 
The thousand skulls of grinning, grim Despair ; 
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E se r u6m vi si guarda 1' uom disp^ra. 

Di qu^sti sp^gli il Dikvolo munito 
Stk tigre pronta al lancio : ma la Cr<5ce 
V^ggio, a capo dell* Iride, scagliare 
Cinque f61gori in ^sso. . • .ed ei cadere. 
— ^Precipitar col D^mone all' inferno 
La tentazion yegg* io. . . .finir dell' uomo 
V^ggo la lutta al m6ndo : esso mostrare 
Gli 6cchi quaggiti di chiilidere, ed, 6temi 
Fatti i di su6i mor^ndo, aprirli in ci^lo 
Di Cristo a d^stra nell' ^t^mo Lume. 
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The soul's worst enemy ! And should he turn 
His eyes upon that mirror, he is lost — 
Despair is deadly — and he must despair ! 

Arm*d with these engines stands the Evil One 
Beside the dying bed — and prompt to rush 
Upon his victim, as the tiger springs 
Upon, his prey — so stands he ! But behold — 
Jusl^here the glittering rainbow spans the Heavens, 
The Cross appears ! and suddenly descend 
The thunderbolts of God — Lo ! where they strike 
The Tempter falls, and with him falls the lure 
With which he tempted — while the djdng one 
Struggles his last ; he glances once below. 
And dies — but in expiring he becomes 
Eternal — for the eyes which close on earth, 
Re-open to the blessed light of heaven ! 
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Sparso era il campo d' armi insanguinate ; 
Di semivive ancor t^pide membra ! 
Di m6rti, e di feriti s6tto '1 p^so 
Di cadkveri m61ti gemebdndi 
(Ma non uditi ahi mlseri !) dannati 
Ivi a mirar la in6rte (ad ogni g6ccia 
Ch' uscia di sangue dall^ ap^rto s^no) 
Lor farsi ogn6r piti squMlida dappr^sao; 
Di r6tte lancie e di spezzati f^rri 
Anc<5r del tr6nco braccio dalla mano 
Str^tto— impugnati ; di destri^ri erranti 
Dolenti in vista del Signer perduto ; 
D' altri giac^nti al cavalier guanciale, 
O sul Campidne esknime, trof^o : 
De' canndni dei Llberi, che, v61ti 
C6ntra i lor p^tti da tiranna mano, 
(Quasi che avuto un' alma e sentim^nto 
Av^ssero) sdegnando d' eruttare 
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BOOK THE THIRD. 



The ensangain'd field was cumber*d with the dead. 

And darker still, the dying ! All around 

Were scattered weapons bloody from the strife. 

And qtiivering limbs, and wretches breathing out 

Their groans of anguish, where none paused to catch 

The fleeting breath, and echo back the sigh. 

Beneath the slain they lay ; their oozing blood 

Escaping drop by drop from every wound, 

Awaiting death in their despair of help. 

And broken swords were there, and shiver'd spears 

Still grasp'd by severed hands; while with mad haste, 

Dilated nostril, and expanded eye, 

Gallop'd the war-steeds, riderless and wild. 

Among the fall'n ; or haply, stretched beside 

The master they had lov*d, they slept in death 

His pillow, or his covering! On the earth 

Lay the artillery of the Free — ^the guns 

That tyranny hadtum'd against the cause 

They had been brought to aid; which, as endowed 

With soul and feeling — ^rather than work out 

The ruin of that cause, and carry death 

To their own ranks — had burst ! 
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La m6rte in lor, scoppikrono pitittosto ! . . 
Di mille sc^ne, in una, 6rride tutte 
Sparso ^ra i1 campo, d' ingiustizia e mo^te 
Di du61o indescrivibile ! s61 n6to 
All' 6rbo genit6r, che, d* anni pi^no, 
Sc^nde, canuto, in pianto nel sep61cro : 
Alia mod^sta v^rgine s61 n6to, 
Che fra lo sp6so e Ihi, tesj;6 si pr^sso, 
V^de una man di sch^letro interporsi : 
A l^i s61 n6ti, che le tr^ccie sparse 
Strappa, in viso pit. p^da di m6rte, 
E che, col figlio in braccio (ilnico p6gno 

D' am6r • d'un paradiso incominciato) 

Illagrim^bil fatta dal dol6re 
Che, disperato, il c6r le pr^me, al. ci^lo 
Urla fenSce, che il maritx) a IM, 
Che il padre al fantoUn' r^tiida la mano, 
Che le di^ 8p680 e figlio, ovy^r che d' essai 
La vita e di quel p^olo in^oc^nte 
Ripiglisi la man, che al fi^igil 16gnQ 
Spezz6 il tim6n, lor. iunca salute 
In mar, dov' ogni flutto h unaproc^Ulv: 
A lui s61 n6ti, che perduta in c6re 
Piange metk di s^«-. . .piange V amico. . • • . 
Sol, nell' 6re serine $ e iediH 8t4lla 
Del tenebr6r nell' 6re ! . . . . 65S0 perduto, 
Che fac6a dmbra a' su6i stanchi pensieri, 
Cui piti trovarniCHi sp^> e cui la f6r&a 
Ristorar non gli'pu6 d* 6ro 6 d* impure. 
— n S61e • • • • il S61e ist^o, . 6ra all^ occaso 
VicJn (visibilm^nte inoyriditp) 



« • 4 f • 



THB PLAGUK. 75 

But vain the task 
To paint tlie thousand horrors of the field; 
The woe — ^the treason — the despair — the death ! 
He only can compute it, he, the lost 
Desolate parent, who in his old age 
Bends his grey hairs in sorrow to the graven- 
Or the bereaved one who with bursting heart 
Calls the betroth'd to grace the marriage feast. 
And turns to greet a grisly skeleton-— 
Nor less the wife, the fond and widowed wife* 
Widow'd ere scarcely wedded, from whose lip 
The smile has vanished, from whose youthful cheek 
The glow of health is gone, who madly clasps 
An infruit to her breast, her only one. 
The first fond pledge of happiness on earth. 
Whose eyes are tearless, but whose grief is deep; 
Who cries aloud in her despair to Heav'n 
To give her back the dead, to her a Lord, 
And to her child a father ; or to take 
The poor forsaken ones, who rudderless 
Are Launched upon a wild and stormy sea 
Whose eveiy wave is fraught with woe — Or he 
Whose heart weeps blood for his most cherish'd friend : 
The sun of all his hours of happiness, 
The faithful star which lighted him in grief; 
The lost one, in whose sympathizing breast 
He pour'd his secret thoughts ; on whom his eye 
Can never look again ; whom to restore 
The wealth of the imited world would fail ! 

The sun, the sun itself about to set, 
Afi^ghted, veiled its disc in roseate clouds. 
To shroud the sight of that most fearful field ! 
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Di nuvol^tte r6see una b^nda 

£rasi fatta in vista di qu^ campo 

(Tutto d' ^rbe bellissimo e di fi6ri 

Prato test^, d6ve pasc^an le gr^ggie) 

A' c6rvi in pr^da ad^so^ insangoinato, 

E d' armi e di cadliveri cop^rto ! 

Quando da lunge uno squillar di tr6mbe, 

Che per la patria anche gli erbi caduti 

Sc6sse dal s6nno, i' cr^do, della m6rte, 

Nella t^nda soYrsmR i yittQifi68i 

A acc6gliersi invitb Duci maggi6ri« 

— L6 tr6mbe anc(5r suonkvano (se n6te, 

Se mtisica quel su6n' pu6ssi nomare, 

Che fb di m6rte ai liberi decr^to), 

Che gik nel Padigli6ne insanguinato, 

A d^stra e a manca del sovrano Duce, 

Brutti di sangue e p61ve, s* ^ran' tutti 

Su sanguin68i scanni i Duci assisi. 

— " Er6i ! Compagni ! Stidditi fed^U !" 

(Si il General lev^tosi, accigliato, 

Incomincio) ** cop^rto de' rib^Di 

'* Nel lor far6re est^inti il campo h n6stro ! 

• ' SJ b^l principio, o InvittJ ! ha V 6pra a mezz^ 

" Oggi recata. Ma non pitl che mezza 

" £ r 6pera fomita. A noi di pace 

" (Dai fatti del valor v68tro atterrita) 

" Manda prop6ste la citt^ rubella, 

" E aprir le p6rte a patto ne prom^tte, 

^* Che di que' m61ti articoli, su i quali 

" L' indip^nd^nza sua (st^lida !) ^r^sse, 

*^ Ed l\st di domandarla i^ ma^o armata 



I" 



THV PLAOUB. *!*J 

How changed from what it was— once gay with flowers. 
And fresh with springing grass, where cattle brows'd 
Through the sweet evening hoars ; now darkly strown 
With victims and with arms : all desolate. 
Ghastly, and still — a blood-besprinkled plain ! 

A trumpet blast peal'd forth — a sound so shrill 
That ev'n the dead, who perish'd for their land, 
— Shook on that fatal field — it was the call 
Which summon'd all the magnates of the host 
To their stem leader's tent ; and stiU it swell'd 
Upon the wind in music, (if indeed 
That can be music which is Freedom's dirge!) 
As throng'd on either hand the men of wal^. 
About their Greneral — amid gore they sate. 
Themselves as gory — when he frowning spake : 

" Heroes and comrades ! Subjects of my realm, 
" Faithful and firm! the field which now is strown 
•• With slaughter'd rebels, slaughtered in their pride, 
" Is ours! — the work so gloriously begun 
•• Is half achiev'd — ^y6t, warriors, though commenc'd 
Boldly and bravely, much remains — yon town 
Bow'd into fear by your most high exploits 
Now sues for peace — and, casting off the hope 
•* Of that vain liberty, for which of latd 
•* She madly fought, will open wide her gat^d 
** On one condition : mark it well, my friends— 
•' Tis not in truth her freedom, but a form 
By which the vanquished citizens may gild 
The yoke that we have plac'd upon their necks. 
And cheat it of its guise of slavery. 
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" Vedr6m' tatte in on fascio naofragare : 

*' £» tutti bruti ^ttisi gli umani, 

^' Tutta im d^^rto diventar la t^rra. 

" — Bench6 da lunge uditi« i lor latrati 

'^ Han' de' gi^ fidi al Sign6r n6stro i c6ri 

*' Di Libert^ col cknchero attoscato, 

" Si che» aw^gna siam' noi c^nto contr' nno» 

" Quant' h quell' un difficil straniazzare 

*' Oggi fer' pr6ya i c^nto. Ma del Sire, 

*' Ch' i' n^pr^s^to, e r^ge tutti n6i, 

^' Ecco la m^nte, o fidi ! e, in un, la mia. 

«< —Mezzo non y' ha fra i Uberi e gli schiavi: 

" Onde, Be un passo agli idtimi si lascia 

" Ver Libert^ pur mu6ver, d' inoltrarsi 

'* Finch6 le ^eno in braccio ei non piti mai 

" Mai cesseranno : e vedr^m' pria sparvi^re 

*' Di tort6rfella i piccoli covare, 

" Che farsi a noi posslbile 1' opp<Srli« 

** N6stra par61a in campo di battaglia 

•* Sia dunque, o Fidi! ' Ai Dihetilambrtet 

** £, pria che fr^dde de' caduti in Campo 

" Le membra slen', si marci ad espugnare 

" Delia Cittk le nmra. A fil di spada 

" Que' c6r tutti si m^din', ch' hann' ardito 

" Sognar . • • sentir • . • . yol6r la libertade ; 

" E finch6 p<Slye abbiam', pi6mbo, cann6ni, 

'* Accuse miccie e braccia, ogni u6m* s' att^ni, 

** Che Re non nacque e sd^gna d' obbedire." 

• • Qui il General fini s^v^ro in yiso» 

S^v^ro in c6re. 

" Ai Liberi la Mhrter 
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' Will meet one common ruin; man will sink 
' Into a sensual animal ; and worse, 

* The glorious world become a wilderness ! 

' The bowlings of this Hydra, though the sound 
' Has been subdued by distance, yet have wrought 
' Their hateful task too well ; the poison works 
' Here, in the midst of us : and hearts which once 

* Were fedthful to their monarch, overflow 

' With this most cankerous thirst for Liberty! 
' Have we not proof of this ? When, ev'n to-day 
' A hundred against one we strove, and leam'd 
' How near the Hundred fail'd to bow the One ; 
' Then hear me, warrior-brothers ; from my lips 

* Gather the will of Him, whom best to serve 

* Is both your task and mine : nor listen less 

' To mine own counsel. Medium there is none 
' Between the Freeman and the Slave ; and thus 

* To grant unto the conquer'd e'en one step 

* Towards the liberty for which they pant, 

* Is but to yield up all : once let them taste 

* But the minutest freedom, 'twill suffice 

* To lure them on to hope; nor will they pause 
' Until again they nestle in her arms; 

' Once there, my friends ! we shall contend in vain ; 

' The falcon will protect the ring-dove's nest 

' Ere we shall tear them hence ! Let then our shout 

* Of victory, our rallying cry of war, 

* Peal out ' Death to the Free !' and let our deeds 
' Be its most faithful echo — Even now, 

* (Ere yet the slain on yonder field are cold), 

* Let us march on, and terminate our task 1 
' The rebel city is before us : there 

* Must the great deed be done ; and every heart 

* In which this hateful feeling hath been nurs'd, 
' This demon Liberty, be made our spoil ; 

' Nor those alone who in her cause have bled. 

* But they whose haughty spirits may have s^ell'd 
' With hope of freedom : whose most idle dreams 

' Have pictured it : whose wishes may have dwelt 

* On its supremacy. On — On — nor pause 

* While we have implements of death, and arms 

* To wield those weapons — let them die the death 
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(Fh il grido universal degli (tdonati, 
Che tutti, in atto fi^ro, 86vra 1' ^Isa 
P6ser la mano). 

Un 96I la non vi pose. 
A tanta crudelt^, pkllido d' ira, 
Muto rimase e imm6bile sol' uno. 
— Erano app^na in lui tutti conv^rsi 
Deir assembl^a gli sguardi, che, infiammatb 
Di z^l s^v^ro (in T^rra Ahdtkl) quell' uno 
Co' sentim^nti su6i alia corr^nte 
Cos! di quella furia krgine f^ssi. 
— *' Se da g^nte pagana, 6 se da truppa 
*' jy u6mini al b6sco, che in comun la tana 
" ban* con le b^lve ' At Liberi la Mbrte' 
** Consigliar mai s' udisse, abbrividare 
'' L' u6m non soltanto seQtiriasi e in s^no 
** Pi^gergli il cu6re d' ira invelenito, 
•* Ma le zanne (cred* io), truce, e gli artigli 
" A sasso aguzzeiien' le Tigri Ircane 
" A dilaniare i m^mbri, inviperite, 
" Di chi la * Mbrte at Libert* minaccia. 
" Ma che d'armi cristiane circondato, 
" Da General Cristiano consighare 
" S' 6da * La Mbrte at Liberi/ h un orr6re, 
'* Cui s61 p6n* dell' inferno ^sere eguali 
" Le malad^tte t^nebre. Oh costumi ! 
" Oh t^mpi r^i! E non son' ei gli Umani 
" Tutti d' un Padre sol figlj, ch' h m ci^lo ? 
" E non son' ei per ^ssere da Lui, 
*' Dopo br^y' anni in mondo transit6rio 
*• (P6veri 6 ricchi ; stidditi 6 monarchi) 
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" Who, meanly born, shall scruple to obey!" 

So spake the ruthless leader : in his soul 
As in his counsel stem-—" Death to the Free !" 
Shriek'd forth the crouching slaves who throng'd ahsund; 
While every hand, greedy of human blood, 
Clutch'd at its kindxid weapon— Chie aUme 
Stood silently apart, nor join'd the cry; 
As, pale with horror, he shrank back aghast 
When peal'd about him the demoniac yell. 
All eyes were tum'd upon him as he stood. 
Severe in zeal ; (an Abdiel upon earth!)' 
When thus regardless of the frowning brows 
Which gloom'd upon him, earnestly he spoke : 

" K a fierce Pagan horde—^ robber band 
" Ruthless and rude, associates of the beasts 
" Of their own forest-fastnesses, could hear 
•* That hellish watch- word murmur'd by a host ; 
" That doom pronounc'd against the Free-^not man 
" Palsied and paralysed alone would shrink 
" With bleeding heart and holy wrath— but e'en 
" The very tigers, fiercer than tlieir wont, 
" Would grind their teeth, and stretch their claws, to rend 
" The recreant piecemeal, whose pestiferous breath 
** Threatens the Free with Death ; But thus to hear 
" The Christian leader of a Christian Host 
" Utter such words of menace, makes the soul 
" Recoil within itself.— It is a deed 
" Which only can be equalled in that heU 
" Where all is darkness ! Matchless wickedness ! 
" Degenerate times ! — ^Are not all men alike 
" The children df one Father? of that God 
" Who is the Lord of Heaven? And all alike 
•* To be, when this brief earthly pilgrimage 
*• Is overpast, judg'd by that Mighty One? 
" The poor, the rich, the beggar, and the king, 
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" Senza risguardo tutti giudicati, 

** E, bu6ni, inci^lo acc61tii od airiofhno, 

'* Se rM, precipitati? — Esser pu5 dunque^ 

" Che, m^ntre Onnipr^s^nte. . • .Onnisci^nte 

" !l^ il giudice imparzi^, che li ha ertoti, 

" E Padre a tutti h uguale. • . .a tatti h Did, 

** Osan' p^rfidi i R^i della t^rra 

*• Far' de' siidditi strazio, ^sser tiranni ? 

*' — Figli non ei del Caso, come v5nno 

" GV iucr^didi o i po^ti, i R^ gi^ s6iio, 

" Ma dal vol6re in tr6no coUocati 

*' Di Lui, che tutto pu6 quello che vti61e; 

** Sovra *1 r^sto degli u6num sublimi 

'' Rappresentanti sn6i li ha Dio voluti, 

'* Perch6 in T^rra di Dio faccian' le v6ci 

** A pro' dell' uman' G^nere, cui Dio, 

" Perch^ son' fatti gli uomini si inlqui, 

" Di non vol^r (qual prla) manifestarsi 

" Insin' al gi6rno ha £sso, che su tr6no 

" Apparir^ di ni^i in Cristo, Suo. 

** — Di Dio r immkgin' essi ? Essi di Dio 

'* Rappresentanti in tferra ? — Ah, s* un di voi, 

** Frat^lli mifei gueni^ri, ha c6re in p^tto, 

*• V61gasi a raanca e a destra, e in Ear6pia 

" V^gga quahti son' gli u6mini, che i Rfegi 

' ' Fanno infelici ! Un guardo .... un guardo solo 

" D* Essa al giardin' riv61ga : e se nel p^tto 

" II c6r non gli si sp^zza, e' non fil mai 

*' Di compassi6n capace un uman' c6re. 

" — Maravigliarsi a che, dunque, che, stati 

" Gik tanti e tanti s^coli calp6&tii 
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" Regardless of all worldly attributes ; 

'* To dwell in Heav'n if righteous, or in Hell 

" If guilty in His eyes ?— And shall man dare, 

" Because his God has given him to rule 

" Over a nation, and anointed him 

" King of a subject people* thus to doom 

" His fellow-men to death ? and massacre 

** In his most sinful tyranny, all those 

" Who were confided to his care ? Shall he^ 

" The delegate of Heaven, forget that God 

" Omniscient, Omnipresent, knoweth all 

" His odious tyranny, and hateth it? 

" — Kings are not bom of chance ; (as infidelsy 

" And poets have pourtray'd them) : ** They are plac'd 

" Upon the thrones of earth to work His wiU 

'* Who is the Eling of all. Above the crowd 

" The Lord hath rais'd them as His ministers, 

'* That they should, in the strength of His high name« 

'* Work out the welfare of mankmd ; to whom, 

" Anger'd by their surpassing wickedness, 

" God will not manifest Himsdf on earth 

" As He was wont to do : until the day 

•* When on His throne of clouds He will appear, 

" With the Redeetner near Him. Are the Kingsl 

" Who sway the destinies of earth, indeed 

" The image of their God? JDo all their .deeds 

" Bear reference to His most holy will ? 

** Alas ! if in one steel-envelop'd breast 

'* There beats a heart, my brethren, cast your eyes 

" Around you, to the right and to the left, 

*' And then behold how many of the sons 

*' Of Europe are made wretched by her Kings ! 

" Turn but one look, but one, on that fair land 

** Of beauty and of brightness— Italy — 

" And if your heart burst not in that long gaze, 

** Then broken hearts are fables, things of nought, 

*' Engendered only by the poet's brain. 

** And shall we marvel, that, so long oppressed 
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" D' ogni diritto lor gii ubmini privi, 

" D' ogni lor b^n* spogliati^ in basso stato, 

" Schemiti, oppr^i, e della bruta £5rza 

" Pel m^zzo r^o ed ign6bil non soltanto 

" Di p6rre in carta e esprimere impediti 

" Lamente lor, ma dichiarati r^, 

" S^ m6stro ban' mai d' aver m6nte 6 pension? 

" Maravigliarsi a che, dicO} cbe il gi6mo 

'* n gi6mo inevitkbil sia venuto, 

** In che a' g^miti Inngbi ^ pnr succ^sa 

** Fra i sildditi ed i r^ 16tta di sangue ? 

" Maravigliarsi a cbe, Duci ! cbe il c611o 

" Oggi dal gi6go il sitddito sottragga, 

** E prta la m5rte ei sc^lga gener6so 

" (Qnal vi m6stra quel oampo insan^uinato) 

" Cbe la cervice al gi6go ripiegare? 

** Ma se piti 1^ di qu^lla, cb* or si para 

" Trag^dia miseranda innanzi agli 6ccbi, 

'* Spinger sdegn^te il guardo, ivi s' arr^sti, 

» 

** Ivi e' si pasca. . . •© pianga. — 

'* Cbe da noi 
** Alle sol^nni promission' giurate 
" Esecuzion' si d^sse, altro. • • .non altro 
" Voluto av^an' que' mlseri. Delitto 
*' Lor s' h fatto. • • .delitto capitale 
** L* attenim^nto esiger d* improm^sa ; 
•* E n* ban' col sangue in campo il fio pagato. — 
" Contaminato h il Campo ! A Die vendetta 
" Grida il sangue de' Liberi inn6c^nti! 
*« Tardar fors* ella pu6 ; ma pid tr^m^nda, 
" Quanto piil tarda, agli u6mini Ella giunge. 
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*' ' Reft of their rights, divested of their wealth. 

Prostrated into wretchedness^ and mock'dj 

And trampled by mere brutal force ; depriv'd 
** Of poming forth their thoughts by lip or pen ; 
'* And even held as guilty should they own 
** The power of thought or feeling :— Is it str^ge, 
'* I ask, that the inevitable day 
* * Should have at length arriv'd, in which the groans 
'* Of the oppress'd, was followed by the fierce 
'* And bloody struggle, between subjects spoil'd 
" Of their best rights, and their despoiling kings ? 
" Is it a marvel, warriors, that e'en now 
" The people cast the yoke from off tiieir necks ; 
' ' And rather chuse to die a noble death, 

(As yon most bloody field doth testify). 

Than live on in a bondage so accurs'd ? 

But if you shrink from looking boldly forth, 

On more extended horrors ; 'twill suffice 
" To rest your eye upon this dismal scene — 
" This desolating carnage — gaze — and tiien 
" As your hearts prompt, rejoice, or weep your fill ! 
" — What sought those slaughter'd ones? Alas ! no more 
" Than the fulfilment of our solemn pledge ; 
" And we have deem'd it guilt, most heavy guilt, 
" That they should look for truth among ourselves, 
" In whom they trusted — for that crime they died 
'* Upon the field of camage.-*-Execrate 
*' That field will be for ever, moisten'd thus 
** With the heart's blood of those who once were free, 
" And innocent — blood which ascends to Heaven, 

And cries aloud for vengeance ; but the more 

It tarries, the more deadly will it strike ! 
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* Sotto le patrie ins^gne liber' io 

* Pugnato alquanti lustri ho per la patria ; 
' E le sostanze mie tatte per ^ssa, 

' Quando infemale a acc^ndere costr^tti 

* Fummd uri fu6co, perch* dltre a dilaniarle 
' Non le venisse il core Aquila altera, 

* Sclamando abbanddnai: " Vtva la Patria /" 
' Ma di battaglia qu^sto non h campo, 

' N6 per la Patria or piignasi. MacMlo 

* Qui de' frat^i comm6ttesi ; e il misfatto 

* Qui mille v61te e mille di coliii 

' Moltiplichiam\ che uccise il fratH suo. 
' Non del R^ n5stro qui, non delle sp6se, 
' Non degli antichi padri, non de' figlj» 

* N6 de* T^mpj a dif6sa il p^tto esp6nsi* 

' Qui s' alza il dito a sch6rno della m6rte ; 

* Ch6 quel qui vifensi a t6glier ch' fe d* altrui, 
' E che ad altrui di^ Dio ! — Iddio ci oss^rva 

* Gu^rrieri no, cam6fici ! — Ei s' acciglia ; 
' E, al Suo cipiglio, alata la vendetta 

* V^ggio (sfempre dagli u6mini inatt^sa) 

* Dall' uma uscir dell* ira del Signdre 

* Al R6, alle sp6se, ai figli, ai genit6ri 

* Eccidio inevitkbile tr^m^ndo ! 
I 'volontario all' armi m' aggtegki 
Del Signor mio : n^ ricomp^nsa io t^nni, 
O' merca' mai. Finch* titile i' gli fui, 
Esp6si il s^n, che adomo ho di ferite ; 
Ma po* ch6 il rio decr^to h manif^to, 
Che p6rta * Mhrte ai Liberi,* soldato 
Piil non son* io ; e qui la spada io 8p^zzo« 
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— I am a free-born man ; and by the love 
I bear my country, have I fought for her 
" Through many years : when, struggling in her cause, 
We gave our city to the flames, to check 
The swoop of the fell Eagle, whose red beak 
•• Gloated to banqtiet on our country's heart — 
" All I possess'd was lost — but cheerfully 
'* I yielded it in that mdst holy cause ; 
" And as the flames rose o'er my dwelling-place, 
'* I saw them render me a houseless man« 
" And only cried — God save my Fatherland ! 
" But this is no invading enemy: 
" This is no conflict in our country's cause ; 
We do but slay our brothers — and with sin 
Blacker than lus, who first upon the world 
Brought tears and death, become a race of Cains ! 
" We fight not for our monarch ;— for our wives, 
" Our aged ones, the children of our hearts, 
" The temples of our £edth ! we do but mock 
*' The tarchness of death, and do his work,. 
" Taking the life it is not oiirs to give. 
The life a God hath granted — even He 
Who looks not on this host as warriors, 
" But butchers revelling in human gore : 
** Grod frowns upon us ; and that fearful frown 
" Entails his vengeance — from within the urn 
" Of His most dreadful wrath, I see it pour 
" Its burning flood on our devoted heads : 
" Nor ours alone, but on our dearest ones, 
*' The aged and the young— a deadly doom !— 
** Warriors I unbidden I unsh^th'd my sword 
•* To serve my sovereign : boon nor recompense 
*' Sought I in my requital ; my poor life 
I perill'd freely for him ; and my breast 
Bears honest testimony of my truth. 
But this appalling cry, this stem decree, 
Makes me no longer what I was — that shout 
Of Death to the free-hearted, palsies me— 
I am no more a soldier — and behold, 
I break my sword." 
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Spezz611a: ed, in nn kttimo, in cat6ne 

Si trov6 stretto il n6bile, da quanti 

Eran' colk, peroh^ invidiato, odiato. 

L' odiar*, peroli6 invidikfonlo ; ch6 aw^gna 

Dai lor delitti estraggan' qualche gi6ja. 

Pur che il c6r suscettibile di qu611a 

Han', che maggi6r dalla virtil s' attdnge, 

Anche gl* iniqui aoo5rgonsi. — Contotto 

Far si stiidino un ci^lo dell' inferno 

Nelle ten^bre gli angeli dannati. 

La luce ei pur distinguono dal bujo ; 

Vorr^bberla. . . .ma invano ! ed i b^ati> 

Ch' essa fit 6t^mi abbrrono. 

n concilto 
Qui " dei nemici ai Liberi" si sciblse, 

E, al su6n di tr6mbe, promulgkr' gli Araldi 

Che " al s<5rgere doman' del nu6yo s61e. 

Pronto a marciare ogni gu^rri^ro acc61to 

AUe bandi^re sue is6tto il suo Duce 

Dal general trov^sesi sovrano." 

Di su6ni intanto e di fest6se grida 

Incominciar' le t^nde ad echeggiare ! 

E in tutte s' imbandi Ikuto convito. 

Sacra al rider del piltngere de' bu6ni 

Yh qu^lla n^tte infkusta. • • • dei prodi 

Estinti per la patria ed insepdlti 

A celebrar 1' eccidio... • .1' assassinio ; 

E dai primi^ri agli tdtind malnata 

S) per quel campo est^sesi la gi^ja, 

Che tutto in un' istante, alio splend<5re 

Di mille fu6chi in f6nna di montagne. 
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And even at the word 
His sword was shiver'd ; and ere long he stood 
In chains among his comrades— chained, but free ! 
All hated him, for eadi one envied him. 
The evil-minded may make heartless sport 
Of their iU-deeds ; yet in their secret sonl 
They feel the thirst of that absorbing joy 
Which men derive from virtue. E"/n the fall'n— 
The angels who lost Paradise, and sought 
To make a Heaven of their Hell — ev'n they 
Are conscious that their darkness is not light* 
Vainly they long for light ; and with fell hate 
They look upon the blessed ones in Heaven, 
For whom it shineth everlasting ! 

The Congress was dissolv'd — that which decreed 
" Death to the Free!" and the shrill trumpet blast 
Blent with the herald's loud acclaims, and spread 
New life throughout the host* At dawning day 
Again the banner's folds woyld be unfurl'd : 
Again each weapon'd warrior to his post 
Would speed, and quit the field of blood and death. 
Ceas'd the loud blast, which alowly died aw«y. 
Like to the wailing of some anguish'd heart : 
Then echoed forth the sounds of revelry 
From every tent ; music, and idle jests ; 
And in the camp was feasting; through the niglit 
Peal'd out the miserable mirfii— the joy 
Which had been fed by tears, by groans, by death. 
By the dark murder of the patriot brave, 
Slaughter'd, and yet unburied ! The fierce glee 
Spread far and fast throughout .the taited plain; • 
llie proud, the mean, al^e made wassail there; 
And fires were kindled, bright and flashing fires. 
Mocking the Heavens with light; disgorging flame 
Like to some vast volcano— tUl that camp 
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¥h quel campo una sc^a, cui aborrisce 

La musa mentovar che d' alto in^pira. 

Non guar! and6, che, stati in gozzoviglia 

E in god6r compagn^vole alcun t^mpo, 

Cosi dallo stravizzo trasportare 

£i si lasciar', che gli schiamazzi r^i 

De' gik caldi pel vino ed insol^ti 

Tudno intdmo si sp^rsero lugiibre, 

Che i6 la t^rra e il ci^lo inorridire^ 

Ma di barbaric un tal raffinam^nto 

Alle future et^ (della nostx' Era 

Ric6rdo abbomin^vole esecrando) 

Lasciar dov^i ^^mpio in quella n6tte, 

Che, dacch6 mondo h mdndo, il pari mai 

N6 il ci^l mir6'n^ gli u6mini ! 

Colui, 
Non fii s) crudo, che, all' orribil c^na, 

Carco di vmo e di vivande, assiso 

Alia c6ns6rte in faccia, ^bro d' orgdglib, 

D' ira e di sangue, a b^vere invit511a 

Del genitdre uccisole dal t^schio : 

Non il ferito a m6rte, che ** si r6se 

Le t^mpie a Menalippo per disd^gno :" 

Non fh col^i si r^a, che disse a Ciro 

** Sangue sitisti, ed io di sangue t' ^mpio :** 

N6 Atrlo lu crudo si, che, di Ti^te 

Svenati i figlj, ne imband) la m^sa 

Al padre inconsap^vole. • • .infelice ! 

Es^mpj tai di crudeltk, d* orr6re, 

Ved^r dov6ansi tutti sorpassare 

Da ^s^rcito Cristiano al s^col nostro ! 



TH9 PLAGUE, 93 

Became a scene, which the celestial muse 

Who prompts me from ahove, forbears to paint ! 

Nor long that revel lasted, ere the men 

Who bajaqueted at that tmholy feast. 

All swoll'n with insolence and wine, gayp fiorth 

A noise of riot, like the thunder peal 

Which from afar pours out its mournful sound, 

Affiighting heaven and earth ! This fearful night 

Bequeath'd to future ages a most black 

And barbarous memory of our tresu^herous t^mes^ 

A cruelty so ruthless, so refinM, 

That since the first formation of the world 

Earth had not seen its fellow; Heaven, nor man, 

Look'd on its prototype.— L^ps cruel he. 

Who, gorg'd with food, and full of wrath and pride. 

Bloodstained, and hot with wine, to his own wife 

Ofier'd the skull of him who gave her life, 

Murder'd by his own parricidal hand; 

And with coarse tauntings, rudely bade her quaff. 

From that most awful cup, her father's health ! 

Or he, who smitten mortally, ev'n then 

Found strength to slay his enemy; and urg'd 

By rage at lus own coming fate, bent down 

Aiid gnaw'd the passive temples of the dead ! 

Less ruthless she, who in her pride of heart, 

£}:3(claim'd to Cyrus " Thou hast cried for blood, 

And I in blood will drown thee !" And fer less. 

His qrudty, who having slain the young. 

And hapless children of Tieste, made 

A banqviet qf their limbs, and offer'd up 

The horrid f^ast to th^ir unconscious sire ! 

Less horrible exemplars were all these 

Of ruthlessness, than that which now was giv^n 

By christiap soldiers in a christian land ! 
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Dae giovin6tti miseri non atti 
(Perch6 ancor tr6ppo t^neri) a portare 
L' armi in pr6 della patria, nel cui am6re 
Ard6van tutti i picc^oli lor cu6ri, 
Dei vincitor' rimasti ^rano in pr^da, 
Po' ch6 caduto il padre ^ra per ^ssa. 
Questi il cui c6r non ^ra anc6r mature 
Tutta a sentir quant' h d* aV6r perduto 
E genit6re e patna la mis^ria, 
Arbiiscoli tuttor, chela'paiira 
D' ^sser da fulmin' arsi. . . .inceneriti 
Non conosc^an cos' h, da^l' infemale 
Riso bugiardo di chi in man li av^ 
Seddtti, il labbro a ridondante tazza - 
Awicinaro, e b6wero 1* obblio 
Di s6, per br^vi istanti. della patria, 
Del g6nit6re estinto e dell* on6re. 
Di s6nno usciti app6na, ei fur' dai v^cchi 
Nemici lor diab61ici instigati 
Nel lor linguaggio i dlntici a intuonare 
Di Liberty ! — quel cantici al cui su6no 
Marciato ay6ano a m6rte coraggi6si 
I lor frat^Ui adulti e il genit6re.— 
Essi il ckntico, mlseri ! intonkro ; 
E, non finito ano6ra, applkuso al canto 
Fur' le risa, lo sch6mb e le best^mmie !— 

— Oh Dio di pace, di pietk, d' am6re, 
Che ci6 ved^sti, e v6di, e ci6 ric6rdi. 
Lava, lava col sangue del Tuo figlio 
La pkgina d' orr6r, s) ch' al Gran Gi6mo 
Non T^ r addhi l' Angelo d' inferno 
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Two feeble little ones, as yet too young 
To carry arms, and aid the common cause ; 
Loving their country in their guiltless hearts. 
Yet scarcely recking wherefore, were among 
The captives of the foe ; their fatilier's blood' 
Had flow'd upon the fatal field ; and thus 
Orphans and prisoners, they became the spoil 
Of their unnatural enemies : their years 
Were yet too green for sorrow— death and chains 
To them were merely words — like sapling shrubs 
Unconscious of the blast of noxious winds. 
The withering of the storm-stroke ; to the smile 
Of their too subtle captors, prompt they tuni'd 
In holy unsuspicious trust ; and quaff'd 
From the o'er brimming cup of wine, the draught 
Which to their infiancy brought madness ! There 
They drank in deep forgetfulness of self. 
Of tiieir lost country, of their murder'd sire, 
And of the honors which were theirs through him ! 
And thus, while heated with the demon-draught, 
Senseless, and souless, at the victor's nod 
They sang the song of Liberty-r-that song 
Their fathers and tib.eir brothers peal'd in death! 
They sang it, hapless ones ! amid the din 
Of maniac laughter, blasphemy, and shouts. 
The chorus of the victors ! 

God of Peace, 
Of mercy, and of love, who didst look down. 
And see this deed of darkness : from whose eye 
Unsleeping and untiring, even yet^ 
It hath not pass'd away— who, on the page 
Of everlasting record, hath inscribed 
The hellish act — for Thy dear Mercy's sake. 
Wash, with the blood of Thy most precious Son, 
That withering memory out ! — that, at the day 
Of Thy last judgment, the avenging hand 
Of Thine accusing angel may not point' 
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A dannazion' d' 6s^rcito si infame ! 

Fa', che, dooian', iisc6ssisi (nel sdimp 

D6po d' by6t la crkpola dig^sta) 

Altre pr^ghi^re a Te non slen capaci 

Che l^tgrime h singhiozzi d' o^ferire 

Del Crocifisso al pife,„ dov* h t^s6ro 

Di pace a chi si p^te e di perd<5no !— 

— Ma dell' u6ino (che, dktosi a un ^c^sso, 

S' imb6stia si, che d' altro si fk ing6rdo, 

E d' altro e d* altro p6i s^mpre maggidre) 

A socc6rso, b^n^fica Natura 

Mand6 quel fi^lio suo, che dalle cure 

Li^te 6 noj6se 1' knime disci6glie ; 

Talch6 il bestial roin6r, che, insultatore, 

Tutti assordava i r6gnj del Sil^zio, 

A farsi incominci6 men' spaventoso, 

Finch6 tu6no div^nne a p6co a p6co, 

Che da lontan s' asc61ta. • • . e ch^ si mu6re.- 

— Tutto ingemin9,to il Firmam6nto a st^lle 

Neg6 alia Luna un niivol qu611a n6tte» 

Si ch' ella, a suo malgradp te8tim6ne 

Di tanto orr6r, qred' io si lamentasse 

D' ^ssere in ci^l mai nata a illuminare 

Di questa t^rra misera le sc^ne. — 

Fido ministro il S6mio del Sil^nzio, 

In man lo sc^ttro al Sign6r suo ripdsto 

E lo stellato diad^ma in t^dta 

Av^agli giky che gli u6niini arroganti 

M61te e molt' ore av6vangli usurpato, 

Mentre V obblio in b^samo so^ve 

L' 6dio, r ira, Y am6re, la vendetta. 



THS PLAGUE* 97 

In triumph to that fiendlike deed, and urge 
On that dark plea, Thy vengeance on the host 
Who perpetrated. Lord, in Thy despite 
So horrible a crime ! May they, through Thee, 
When they awaken on the morrow, (freed 
From drunkenness by sleep) approach Thy throne 
With tears and sighs of penitence, as low. 
At the bless'd foot of the most holy Cross, 
They weep the evil they have wrought : and seek 
Forgiveness where alone it may be found ! — 

How lost were man, when yielding to the vice 
Which ranks him with the brutes, in eager haste 
He flies from crime to crime, did not the sleqp 
Which Nature (prodigal of care for man) 
Sheds o'er the soul, withdraw him for awhile 
Alike from care and pleasure. Hence it was 
That the loud riot, and the deafening dm 
Which had scar'd silence from her midnight throne. 
Died gradually away ; until at length. 
Lake a spent thunder-peal, it ceas'd ! The sky 
O'erstrown with stars like jewels, lent no cloud 
To shroud the unwilling moon, which for a time 
Forbore to look upon so sad a scene ;— 
And when she rose reluctant in the Heav'ns, 
To shed her light upon the blood-stain' d field. 
She shone more palely than her wont, aggrieved 
To lend her ray to so much wretchedness. 
Sleep — Minister of silence — in the hand 
Of midnight's Monarch soothingly replaced 
The sceptre of his power, and once again 
Flac'd on his head the starry diadem. 
Which man had wrench'd by riot from his grasp. 
Meanwhile, Oblivion with a noiseless clasp. 
Replaced within the urn on which she leant. 
Hatred, and wrath, and love, revenge, and hope. 
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Disperazion, speranza ed il tim6re 
Confusi tutti e tkciti ten6a ; 
Quando al Dace sovrano, che adagiato, 
Tatto dell' armi in punto, ^rasi app6na 
Su ricco l^tto, in p6rpora ravv61to 
Per ermellini ed auro prezi6sa, 
Ecco ! visidne o£frirsi subitkna . • . • 
Vision* malagurdsa !!!— 

Al manco lato 
Ecco ! l^nto, lentissimo ad aprirsi 
II Padiglion suo R^gio ! — Esso la mano 
Non pu6 ved^r, che 1* apre . . . • ma piii tanto 
(Giusta perch^ invisihil) gli^la pinge 
Tr6m^nda Man la fantasia turbata. 
II campo egli non gik dall' apertura 
Sc6rge (qu^.! pria), ma misero un tngurio. 
Alia cui soglia, in punto d' inoltrarsi, 
Stan* Fame e M6rte.— ^Un su6no ^cco ! indistinto 
Uscir ne asc61ta, che a ferire il cu6re 
Gli vi^n' c6me di pkrvolo che piange, 
Che chi^de pane e adirasi ; e di madre, 
Che, perch^ pan le manca a satoUare 
II figliuolino anc6ra kugelo in t^rra. 
Or g^me, or piange, or pr^ga, 6ra s* infaria. — 
— Al su6n la vista silbita succ^de : 
Ecco ! una gi6vin sp6sa addolorata, 
Estenuata e squkllida, cui s^mbra 
Del pianto or fatta eskusta la f6nte. 
Ecco ! mancar la p6ca le si v^de 
F6rza rimasta, e sulla nuda t^rra 
Posar suo figlio l^nguido : spirare 
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Despair, and fear— the passions of the earth !— 
TTie regal chieftain stretched his weary limbs 

On bis rich couch ; yet cast he not aside 

His costly aj-mour, nor the purple folds 

Of his imperial mantle, ermine-edg'd, 

And rich with golden needle-work. — When, lo ! 

A sudden vision ominous and dread 

Reveal'd itself, and shook his haughty soul. 
The draperied Pavilion opens wide 

Upon his left — he does not see the hand 

Which gathers up its folds ; and thus to him 

It images a horror ! — Through that space 

He looks not on the battle field where late 

He fought ; but on a dreary wild — ^his eyes 

Behold a ruin'd hut, so mean, that ne'er 

Those eyes had look upon its prototype; 

Beside its portal, grinning hunger stands 

With death on her right hand, about to raise 

The latch, and enter there — and now, a sound, 

A cry, so horrible comes forth, it strikes 

To his affrighted heart — it is the wail 

Of infant hunger — 'tis the feeble plaint 

Of one who asks for bread ; a Utile one. 

Whose cravings turn to anger — answer'd soon 

By a more piteous voice : — the voice of her 

Who sees her first-born perish, without means 

To stay the spirit's flight — a mother, 'reft 

Of hope, of help, of bread ! whose sorrow grows 

From groans to prayer, from prayer to madness-^- See ! 

Pale, spent, and reckless ; all her little strength 

Exhausted by the pang which gnaws her heart. 

Upon the earth she lays her dying child. 
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Ecco ! il fanciullo : essa levare al ciMo 

Ecco ! un tal guardo v^desi, per cui 

Che le 8* h r6tto il c5r chiaro si sc^me ; 

Domandar (muta) se vi son' per 6ssa 

Altre sciagure al m6ndo : rassegnarsi 

Indi umiliata : sulla cara sp6glia 

Cad6r del figlio. ... el* ^nima spirare. — 

— Cangiarsi fecco ! in ergkstolo il tugurio : 

E la ferrata p6rta un carc6ri^re 

Ecco ! s' ascdlta a schitidere : un dem5nio 

(Non uman viso) entrare, ed acqua impura 

Da t6zzo accompagnata di pan n^ro 

A un prigioni^ recar, che, incateuato, 

Stk genufl^sso, e il macil^nto viso 

Nasc6nde nelle man' pi^ne di pianto : 

Ecco ! un urlo d' inferno il malandrino 

Cacciar, che fin' nell' knima disc^nde 

A far tremar quel mJsero : ecco ! levare 

Esso la faccia, e in qu^Ua (ancor dipinta 

Gik dei color* di M6rte, che 1' ha tdcco) 

Ecco ! il Pr6de rawlsasi, che, sdlo 

Ardi pregare " Ai liberi la vita !" 

A v61ger l^nto gli 6cchi ^ccolo ! insina 

In quei del Duce suo m^sti li ha fissi : 

Guardarlo alquanto. . . .chiilderli. . • e morire !• 

— Qui si ristoa a manca, e Ifento . . . .l^nto 

Ecco ! schiudesi a d^stra il padigli6ne, 

Su cui (perch6 del sangue dell' agn^llo 

Non tr6va il contrass^gno) gi^> librato 

Sull' adeguate p^nne, un dardo ei vibra 

D' awelenata punta Angel di m(!)rte. 
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And, lo ! it lives no longer. — Unto Heaven 
She raises her dim eyes : — her heart has burst — 
She utters not a word, yet in her look 
She seems to ask if Providence hath yet 
More misery in store — and now, resigned 
To His most holy will, with Christian trust 
She bends above her dead one, and with smiles. 
Such as the wretched vnly guess at — dies ! 

The scene has chang'd ! where late the hut appearM 
Now glooms a dungeon ; grating on its hinge 
Opens the heavy door, and through the space 
Enters a form, whose demon- face scarce owns 
A human semblance ; in his bony hand 
He bears a cruse of water foul with filth, 
And bread which is not food. Upon his knees, 
Weigh'd down with chains, a prisoner hides his eyes 
In his spread hands ; he cannot brook a glance 
Like that now tum'd upon him ^-cannot brook 
That one, scarce man,, should look upon his tears ! 
A shout which pierces to his very soul 
Recalls him to himself; his drooping head 
Is haughtily uprais'd ; not chains, nor lack 
Of the pure air of Heav'n, can rob that brow 
Of its high character ; nor does the soul 
Of the scar'd vision-seer a moment pause 
Over the recognition — It is He ! 
The Hero, who alone amid a host 
Of sycophants and sinners, dar'd to ask 
life for the Free ! — 'Tis He ! — And lo ! he turns 
His eyes upon his General ; gazing long 
And sadly on him ; then, as though his soul 
Were sick, he closes them, and dies ! — And now 
The curtains fall ; but slowly on his right 
Once more they open ; those dark, fateful folds. 
O'er which Death's Angel hovers ; (where no trace 
Of Christ's redeeming blood is seen, to turn 
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— £cco ! in coUina am^na e rilevata 

(Fu6r dell* ap^rta) m6strasi piantato 

Le circostanti valli a vagheggiare 

Ricco un Palagio ; ^cco ! apparire agli atij 

Cono6rso imm^so, e calca ad ogni acc^sso 

Fare e aUe p6rte : aprirsi la gran Sala 

Ecco ! di m^nse l^ute gik sc^na, 

Di 8u6ni, e canti e balli. ... or, di lugiibri 

V^li copferta, escli^dere, in meriggio, 

Del Sol la luce, e fimerale o&ire 

F6mpa di c^ra e canti. Di dol6re 

Ecco ! atteggiata n6bile figura 

S* 6fire in gramaglia. Dalle bi6nde tr^ccie 

N6ro si parte e sino al pi^ le sc^nde ^ 

A fitte pi^ghe un v61o. A l^nti passi, 

Fatta vicina al f^retro, che, omato 

D' ins^gne militari, 6ccupa il c^ntro 

Delia gran sala, s6pra vi dep6ne 

Di Ikuri int^sto e di cipr^ssi un s^rto : 

P6scia in sil^nzio Ikgrima, e si pr68tra. — 

— Da condensate niivole scoppiato 

Non cosl presto il £61gore disc6nde, 

Quanto veldce delle c6re al Lume 

Succ^de il Sol, sparisce ogni vel n6ro, 

Sc6nde la Bara della t^rra in s6no, 

E nel suo lu6go un Ttimulo si y6de 

Fuor* magnifico s6rger dalla Terra, 

Dove* Epitaffio h s61o una par61a« 

Quella par61a h un N6me ! — Ahi quale ? — Oh vista I 

Oh n6me !! — o m6rte !!! — 

— Di spav^nto pi^sia 
Qui la visi6n dil^guasi : dal s6nnQ 
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His vengeful hand aside !) He hovers there 
Ready to launch his deadly arrow forth. 

How feir a scene those parted folds reveal ! 
A soft and sunny hill, upon whose crest 
A regal Palace spreads its marhle wings ; 
While its long shadows fall in gentle shade 
O'er valleys glad with verdure. Hastening on 
With eager step, a multitude contend 
Who first shall enter throligh those open gates. 
Which, falling hack, disclose a stately hsdl 
Where erst the sound of music, and the throng 
Of merry dancers, fill'd the air with joy ; — 
But now 'tis chang'd : its melancholy walls 
Are hung with saUes, and the glorious heams 
Of the bright sun are banish'd, for the pomp 
Of funeral tapers and lugubrious sounds ! 
A female form — a fair and graceful form, 
Grief- worn, and clad in the dark robes of woe. 
Comes forward in that hall ; from head to foot 
Enveloped in a veil, she seems to shrink 
From her own sorrow ; yet with noiseless step 
She moves beside the bier, whose pall is strown 
With glittering trophies ; there, with trembling hand 
She adds another offering — 'tis a wreath 
Of laurel blent with cypress ; as with tears 
Wrung from her heart, she kneels beside the dead ! — 

Swift flies the thunderbolt, launched by the hand 
Of the Eternal, through the cloud-clad sky ; 
Yet with more wond'rous haste the vision chang'd 
From darkness into light. £ach sickly torch 
Faded beneath the sunshine ; and the folds 
Of the dark hangings vanish' d : the proud bier 
Sank, as it seem'd, in earth ; and on its site 
Arose a marble tomb — a mighty tomb- 
Whereon one solitary word was 'grav'd, 
Companionless and praiseless — 'twas a name ! 
Whose was that name ? 'twas His — the haughty one's— 
Ev'n his who read it there ! — the vow'd to Death ! 

Vanish'd the vision :— from his restless couch 
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Sl^asi il Duce, e irn urlo (urlo di m5rte) 

Manda, che t6sto in-mugghj si conv^rte 

Di tkuro che la scure ha m6rto a m^zzo. 

Dal tristo 8n6n la guardia entra invocata ; 

E, a' primi raggj dell* irato S61e, 

II General suo v^de agonizzare 

T6cco in fr6nte dall* Angelo dell* Ira ! 

— Dal Fadigli6n Sovrano in un momenta 

Passa alle t^de pr6ssime il bisbiglio, 

Che della " P^te" ei cade il Grenerale. — 

— Ad accertare acc6rrono 1* dv^to 

Quelli in pot^re al General vicini. — 

Vista app6na di m6rte quella sc^na, 

V61gon* le spalle ei tutti ; e, in &u6n* fer6ce, 

Tutte del Campo invitano le trdmbe 

AUa marcia . • • . alia pugna . » . • alia vitt6ria ! — 

— 'Ecco ! tutto m xm punto il Campo mu6ve r 

Ecco ! di Campo rimaner vestigio 

Piti non si v^de, ecc^tto un Padigli6ne .... 

E in ^880 un Duce all* agonk di m5rte 

Con f^rru, al capezzale, insanguinato^ 

Cu* in punto ^ra la mano d* impugnare 

Per portar " M6rte ai Liberi !'* Non 8p6sa, 

N6 figlia 6 amico al misero amministra ! 

Amato mai, temuto dai soldati. 

Or dai soldati abbandonato ei mu6re : 

Da chi in pot6re a lui ^a sec6ndo 

S^mpre invidiato : odiato da migliaja 

D* 6rbi padri, di spose vedovate, 

Di fanciullini or* 6rfani« • • • e da Dio }\\\ 

FINE DEL LIBRO TERZO. 
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Up-Bptsmg the Monarch-Leader, with a shriek 

Such as the wounded animal gives out 

Ere wholly slain. The wary guard speeds in. 

Waiting no bidding, to the sacred tent ; 

And by the first beam of a morning sun. 

He sees his Greneral writhing in the pangs 

Of some fierce malady — the winged shaft. 

None may avert, has smitten down the strong ! 

Swift spreads the whisper round the crowded camp ; 

From tent to tent the fearful murmur fiies, 

•• Our General breathes his last ! — He dies of Plague !" 

The Leaders of the host draw nigh, to look 
Upon the dreadful spectacle : and thence 
They turn to other scenes : the trumpets peal— 
The camp is broken up ! — Again they march 
To battle, and to conquest ; not a trace 
Is left of that proud army, save where, lone 
And silent, stands the solitary tent 
Where Death is busy with his ¥rretched prey. 
There lies the proud one in his helplessness ; 
His blood-stain'd sword beside him, which so late 
The hand, now nerveless, wielded in the cause 
Which smote at Freedom — left to die alone, 
Nor wife, nor child beside him— not a friend 
To soothe his parting agonies — cut off 
From all his kind — abandoned by the world 
He serv'd so blindly — ^by the soldiery 
Who were his pride, and in whose iron hearts 
Fear of their Leader did the work of love — 
By all the great who look'd to him for pow'r. 
Yet envied him the privilege t» grant 
The boon they sought — ^hated by fathers, 'reft 
Of their most dear ones by his stem decrees— 
By wives through him made widows — by young hearts 
Embitter'd by tibe curse of orphanage 
Through his dark agency — yet, may we hope. 
Remembered by the mercy of his God ! 
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Dalla cittk non lunge, or' assediata, 
Sorg6va irn mdnte di non tr6ppa altezza, 
D' ogni mani^ra d* alberi vestito, 
Che, a poco a poco degradando, all' 6cchio 
Vista offeriano am^na. 

A m^zzo il mdnte, 
Dell' alber6ta fa6ri, ad apparire 
(Secondo che muov6an* gli alberi al v^ntx)) 
Di quando in quando gbiiche due t6rri 
y ed6anai annunziatrici a' viandantiy 
Che eacro lu6go ivi era, ove da Dio 
S' ascoltavan' le stipplidie dell' u6mo. 
Al T^pio antico accanto timil sorgeva 
Angusta casa, ch' iimile albergava 
C6ppia d' anime* • • • d' angeli nel mondo i 
De' padri suoi alia Fede • • • .alia i6 sua 
Fido rimasto, ivi un pastor vissuto 
Gilt cinque lustri avea, delle p6che 
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Near the beleagiier'd city rose a hill 

O'ergrown with trees, which, as they gain'd its crest 

Became less tall of stature and of limb ; 

And cool and pleasant to the eye appeared 

The varied foliage of that cone-like wood. 

Midway, (when sighing through the gentle leaves 

The breezes wav'd aside the flexile boughs,) 

Two gothic towers were seen at intervds 

Amid the forest; telling the sweet tale. 

To the worn traveller, of a sacred spot 

Where God was worshipped. Near that ancient church 

Rose modestly a low and simple roof. 

Beneath whose shelter dwelt two humble ones, 

Pious and pure of heart ; an aged man 

True to his faith — that Mth which he had learnt 

From fond ancestral lips, now cold in death:— 

The shepherd of a small and sainted flock 
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P^core a cura, ch' feran di Lutfero 

All* eres)e (catt61iclie !) sfuggite ! 

Dagli anni su6i piti t^neri 1' ^s^mpio 

Di quanta immaginar 8anno gli umani 

Perfezion possibile stat' ^ra. 

D' indole ei nato ard^nte, av^a per t^mpo 

P6sto alle fiamme un fr^no, che, lasciate, 

Al primo apparir Idro, alia lor furia, 

Sd^gnan' dell' u^m. . • .di Dio sdegnan' V impero, 

E in tanto inc^ndio sdrgono, che altrdve 

Poi non si vanno a sponger che all* inferno. 

L* av^a qui Dio assistito ! ch(§, sul fi6re 

D' anni firvidi si. . • d' anni si b^lli, 

Non h per 1* u6m possibile in^spferto 

(Quando il 86nno dell' u6m non h maturo) 

Sc^glier la via spont^eo, cui tutte 

S^mbra del c6re opp6ngansi le brame. . . . 

S^mbra la m^nte opp6ngasi e natura. — 

Lasciar negli anni primi am^na valle 

Tutta di fi6r' dipinta> intomiata 

Di inontagn6tte b^Ue, aprica, ombr6sa, 

Da fr^schi intersecata cristallini 

Pl^idi rivi, per un' aspra, inculta 

Alpe scosc^sa, rigida e nev6sa ! 

II riso (ch' h V aver 1' knima in f^sta) 

Abbandonar, che in vista h tanto b^o, 

£ par' pian^ta sdtto cui sol' uno 

Sia destinato a viver 1' uman' c6re, 

Per tutto darsi in pianto ! Le ricch^zze 

Lasciar d' ambir, se d' ^sse sproweduti, 

Qd, opul^nti, sf^sene, per c6pia 
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In numbers scanty but in spirit meek, 

Untouch'd by infidelity or crime ! 

Ev'n from his earliest years that man of peace 

Had been the child of piety and prayer ; 

A symbol of the purity of soul 

Which, despite sJl the lures of a vain world, 

Man may yet gain, through grace. In his first youth 

His spirit had been ardent ; but betimes 

He had subdued the flame, which, left to bom 

Had baffled a more tardy check, nor paus'd 

In its wild ruin, till it sank beneath 

The fiercer flames of everlasting woe ! 

His God had lent him strength ! for in those years, 

Those bright and beaming years when life is new. 

He of himself had fail'd : hot, eager youth. 

Rash, immature of purpose, is too prone 

To chuse the sunnier path, and shun the way. 

The steep and narrow way, against whose toils 

All the vain passions of the human heart 

Array themselves so madly. — ^To forsake 

In our bright years, a valley gay with flowers, 

Bosom'd in swelling hills, where sun and shade 

Succeed each other like to pleasant thoughts. 

Where rippling rivers dance beneath the light. 

Shimmering and shivering in the summer beam ; — ^ 

To leave so fair a path for sterile rocks. 

For Alpine horrors, realms of ice and hoar. 

Seems to the recklessness of early life 

Impossible and idle. — To renounce 

That banquet of the soul whose charm appears 

To lend new light to an existence, strong 

In all the springing energies of joy ; 

An earthly planet brightening by its beams 

The human heart — to 3rield ourselves to tears. 

Is surely more than mortal; and requires 

His aid, who only can avail to give 

The needful strength of purpose. To resign 

The thirst for wealth, if poor— or, if endow'd 
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Fame a chi nato h in timile fortuna ! 
Sp6sa, congiunti, amici e genitori 
(Af^tti 6nde si pasce e vita ha il c6re) 
In abband6n' qui m^ttere, per t6rre 
S6yra le spalle nivida una cr6ce, 
Cui, perch' Ei sc6se ad espiar le c61pe 
De* suo' creati in t^rra il Creat6re, 
Ludibrio h del fil6sofo ed isch6rno .... 
Ludibrio del fil6sofo, che am6re 
Non sk che sia, e m^n qu6Ilo d' un Dio, 
P6ma d' ^bero qu^ste a s6 lasciato 
Cr^scer qual vu61 sulla montagna 6 in valle, 
N6, non son* esse. D' krbore e' son* p6mi, 
Che, cara al giardini^, atto terr6no 
Le sue radici a st^ndere ha trovato, 
Si che germ6glia, infi6rasi e fk frutto 
Da sol benigno e da rugiade amiche 
A perfezion cond6tto a grado a grado, 
Finch6, maturo 6 hhYLo, h fatto d^gno 
D' ^ssere amm^sso ne* giardin' di Dio. 

Gi6yane anc6r batt6agli tutto vita 
In p^tto il c6r, che f6sche sul suo capo 
S' incominciar* le nubi a congregare. 
La n6bil gener6sa Indole sua 
(Perch6 ftrvida) fil dalla s6v6ra 
Sua genitrice male interpetrata, 
Talch^ col^i stimando ^er dov^re 
L' alt^zza degli spiriti umiliare, 
Austeritade impr6yida impiegando, 
Di^ssi a ten6r la canna a viva fbrza, 
Nata a levar la t^sta, al suol piegata. 
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With earthly riches, to reiinquish all ; 

To clothe the naked, and to feed the faint ; 

To quit the fond attractions of our home, 

Our wife, our kindred, and the aged ones 

Who gave us life ; — to cast aside the tiea 

Which are the strength, the blessing of our hearts; — 

To rend these bonds asunder of ouriselves ; 

To bear the cross which, (in their mockery 

Of all things holy,) men of these our days 

Proud in their vain Philosopher, deny 

To be the pledge of a Redeemer's love ; 

Philosophy, which from the human heart 

Shuts out the gentler feelings, nor can tell. 

How bless'd a thing the love of God must be ! 

No — this is not the sacrifice which man 

Spontaneously would make ; the world contains. 

How fair soe*er its valleys and its hiUs, 

No tree of which the fruits are pure as these.— 

This yielding up of all for righteousness. 

Springs from a Heav'nlier soil — a soil so pure 

That there its roots may germ, its boughs and buds 

Burst into beauty, and produce such fruit, 

As, nurs'd by suns and dews of hoUness, 

Will ripen in the everlasting bowers ! 

That man of peace was strong in youth lend hope 
When sorrows thicken'd round him, ev'n as clouds 
Gloom o'er the azure of a summer Heaven ; 
His mother knew not what a noble heart 
She withered by her harshness — he was J[)rbud, 
Yet was it with no bitter haughtiness 
He fed his spirit ; she, in her bhnd zeal 
Misread his nature ; and by means too stern 
To lead him gently to a humbler mood. 
She crush'd tiie reed, less rudeness might have bent. 
Unhappy, amid innocence, the boy 
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Al giovin^tto misero • • • • innoc^nte 
Cangiar natura era impossibil c6sa, 
Ond* ei dell' innoc^nza i piii b^i gi6mi 
Tutti pa8s6 a dib^ttersi (ma invano) 
S<5tto import^bil gi6go. Ma quel Dio, 
Che tentazi6ne che le f6rze 6cc^de 
All' u6m non manda, in c6r del giovin^tto 
Mand6 (socc6rso ai mail) d' orazi6ne 
Lo splrito c^l^ste. • . .1' orazi6ne 
Dell' umiltk figlia61a. • • • il talismano 
Contra cui tutte spuntansi le fr^ccie 
Cui Vita in s^no de' mortali sc6cca* . . • 
L' oraz'ion', che h bklsamo, ragiada, 
Milsica, pi6ggia e s61e, che alim^nta, 

Che avviva le virtudi e le col6ra • 

L* orazi6n', che in s^ chiude tes6ro 
Di n6bile ardimdnto, di consiglio, 
Di tolleranza, di pazi^nza invitta. . . . 
L' oraz'ion', che il nostro purgat6rio 
In paradiso qui cangia t^rr^stre. 

Chi^se di grazia il gi6vine il suo Dio, 
E, aUe pr6ghifere sue Dio fervordse 
P6rse benigne or6cchie, si che f6rza 
Gli dife d* opp6rsi al t6rbido t6rr^nte, 
Che s^co minacci^valo di trarre 
In mar d' 6gni sv^ntiira a disperare. 

Venn' ei cr6sc^ndo in anni. Ma il c6ns6rzio 
In m6ndo r^o con gli u6mini, innoc^nza 
(P^rla preziosa e candidal . • . .armellino, 
Che pitl bruttarsi t^me che morire! • • . . 
N6ve da pi^ non t<5cca, che piii a lungo 



THB PLAOUB. 113 

Was blighted in his spring, whose earliest days 
Were spent in struggles 'gainst a galling yoke : 
But God was gracious to him ; when the load 
Became too heavy for his failing strength 
Then did His mercy lighten it ; for then 
He pour'd into his heart the love of prayer. 
Prayer, the meek daughter of humihty. 
The talisman which turns aside the shafts 
Which, world- directed, seek the breast of man — 
Prayer, the bless'd medium by which earth may hold 
Conmiunion with the Eternal — Prayer, the dew, 
The balm, the music of the soul ; the shower. 
And sunshine which revivify the heart, 
And bid the virtues blossom — Prayer, whose shrine 
Is rich in noble courage, wisdom, peace. 
Forbearance, patience, and unshaken faith- 
Prayer, by whose holy influence we may make 
Our purgatorial pilgrimage on earth 
A mortal Heaven. And even thus did he 
Implore protection — for he pray'd in heart ! 
Grod gave him strength to struggle with the tide 
Which sought to bear him onward by its might. 
To the dark ocean of despair and tears ; 
And thus he grew to manhood : and he stood 
Among his fellow-men, but not untouch'd 
By the communion with a sinful world ; 
For innocence, that pure and precious pearl ; 
That ermine, conscious of the sUghtest stain ; 
That snow, the lightest foot-fall will deface ; — 
Aghast and trembling fled his tainted soul. 
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De' pitl levati m6nti in su le cime 
Intatta si c6ns^rya) or dall' adulto 
S6n s' inv616> perch' alle f5rze sue 
A dar battaglia 1* kngel cominciasse 
Agli u^mini inimico, e di sua fede 
Pr6va r u6m d6sse e del su' am6re a Dio ! 

Ei cadde, si !— ma delle sue cadute 
Pianse, ned inquiet6ssene 61tre m6do, 
Amando ei s^mpre, e s^mpre (perchd m61to 
Amava Dio) sperando nel pdrd6no. 
D' am6re ei nello spirito ed in pace 
Mir6 le colpe sue> che, quando odiate, 
Giammai 1' am6r non tarda a consumare : 
£ al 861 rim^dio att6nnesi lasciato 
Al peccat6r, col mett^re a profitto 
I falli su6i, fac^ndoli servire 
Ad umiliar. . • .confiSndere &6 st6sso, 
Dell* opini6ne err6nea a sgannarlo, 
Che star, non sostenuto, ei pur potr^bbe, 
£ del suo c6r per s^mpre a diffidare ! 
Di f6de ei s^mpre aliment6ssi e visse : 
Mai non c6nt6 sull' 6pere sue bu6ne, 
N^ delle sue virtd (se mai ne vide 
La sim^tria) insuperbi 6 fid6ssi. 
Delle sue proprie imperfezi6ni in pace 
La vista ei toller6, di Dio al vol^re 
S6 tutto abbandonando che non vu61e 
Altro che il Ben'. . . .di Dio alia Prowid^nza. . . . 
A Lei, che, madre t^nera, dei figlj 
(Li sgridi 6 li accar^zzi) h s^mpre amante. 

T^rre ei cerc6 strani^re; e, peregrino, 
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While God withheld his aid, that sin might work 
Upon his nature, and call forth in him 
The proof of the pure faith he had profess'd 
And of the love he to the Lord had vow'd ! 

He fell, for he was tempted — hut with tears 
Of penitence he wept his crime — with tears 
Wrung from a humbled spirit — yet despair 
Fell not upon him, for he loy*d his Grod; 
From his first boyhood he had clung to Him, 
And stiU in Him had hope. That he had sinn*d 
He felt and knew ; but to a Lord of peace 
He tum'd repentant : stricken to the heart 
By his own sinfulness, in humble trust 
That fiaults so hated would be blotted out 
By the pure mercy of a God of love ! 
All sinner as he was, he of his sins 
Made added means of righteousness ; by them 
He humbled his proud spirit ; bow'd his soul 
Ev'n to the dust : made holy arguments 
Of his own nothingness ; and taught his heart 
To fed its weakness, and to see the truth 
That by himself he stood not, but by God, 
Who, for a while forgotten, suffer*d him 
To fall through his presumptions trust in self : 
That he but fiv'd by Faith ; and that his soul 
Existed in the love he bore the Lord. 
That he himself was nothing, and his works 
Were even less than nothing, while they grew 
Out of a pride in his own holiness. 
This wholesome truth once learnt, his goodliest acts 
Awoke no self applause — his Hghtest sins 
He wept, and trusted to his Maker's wiU — 
That will which is all mercy — to the care 
Of that kind Providence, which, while it chides 
Still loves the child it chastens — firm in faith 
He look'd but to his Saviour's Cross for help ! 
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Nu6vi pa68i ei vide, c68e nu6ve, 
Strani costomi, altri hhiti, altra ghnte ; 
Ma guari non ando, ch' egli s' acc6rse, 
tjhe nella sc6rza tutta consist^va. • • • 
Ndl* appar^nza sol la yarietate ! 
Ch' vbmo hm Y u6m per tutto, che h a dire, 
D^bole, yano, ingiusto ed incostante, 
Ptesontu6so e falso ; ond' ei fluire 
Lasci6 r acqaa tranquilla s6tto i p6nti 
£ gli u6mini esser u6mini. Convinto, 
Che d' ^sser tai sar^bbe V impedirli 
Una impossibil c6sa, egli seguire 
La8ci6 dascuno il pr6prio naturale. • • • 
L' abitildini sue ciascan seguire. 
Sofirirli ei reput6 la via piti br^ve, 
L' accostumarsi ad ^ssere deriso, 
£ all' ingiustizie loro abituarsi : 
Nel s^n restare in pace del Signdre, 
Chetutti (me* di noi) v^de e perm^tte 
Mali si grandi al m6ndo ; ^sser cont^nto 
Di quel che dipend^a da lui di fare 
(Per p6co ch* e* pur f6sse) e tuttb *1 r^sto 
Per lui c6me non f6sse il rignardare. 

Giunto di vita dal cammino a mezzo 
Per virtu6sa f^mmina strani^ra 
D' am6r si pr^se, e t61sela per m6glie : 
Ma Dio, s^mpre gel6so, che quel c6re 
Tutto vol^a per S6, come la patria 
T61to gli av6a gli amici ed i parfenti. 
Lei (dono Suo) ripr6sesi nel ci^lo, 
£ d' essa a lui (piet6so !) un caro p^gno 
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He left his native country ; and he dwelt 
In other lands, were all was new and strange ; 
The faces which he looked on, and the tongues 
To which he listen'd ; yet ere long he leam'd 
That 'twas the surface only that was chang'd ; 
Mankind were still mankind ; the same in all. 
Save in mere outward seeming — vain, and weak, 
Treach'rous and proud, inconstant, mean, and fedse* 
He saw and felt the humbUng, bitter truth ; 
And thus he let the human tide flow on. 
And look'd to his own footing. Men, still men. 
Through every change of dimate and of scene. 
The same in nature and in passion, cross'd 
His path where'er he wander'd : but in peace 
He mov'd among them ; bearing as he might 
Their weaknesses and foUies : the poor sneers 
Of the contemptuous, and the biting wrong 
Of the unjust ;^ looking in trust to Him 
Whose will is Holiness; (who, seeing more 
Than in our blindness we have power to do 
Of the world's wickedness, for some wise end 
Permits these evils ;) he pursued his way. 

Content to do- the good (however small 

Its nature or extent) which through His help. 

His earthly lot permitted ; and to look 

Upon the evil calmly, as on that 

To which he could apply no remedy. 

And seeing, still might shun. 

In middle life 

He won a foreign bride, as beautiful 

As she was good and gentle ; but this love 

Which wiled away his heart from God, not long 

Was by that God permitted — He reclaim'd 

The gift which He had made. — Bereft of her. 

Of his lov'd home, his kindred, and his friends. 

The wanderer's spirit bent beneath the stroke : 

Yet stood he not alone; a pitying God 

Had mercy on his misery — a girl, 

A fair and cherub girl, had seen the light 

Of earth, upon the day on which his wife 
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Lasci6 di santa unidne. • • .una fanciulla 
II di che in ci^l la genitrice ammise. 

Sbigottl r alma al c61po e di c6rd6glio 
Nube si folta awilupp5 '1 suo cu6re, 
Ch'ei qui dal Signor suo che aveva amato 
E in chi fidato avea s^ derelitto 
Vide e senti ! — ma Dio, che di S^ sazia, 
Sol ch' ei lo gustin' gli u6mini ** Son lo !** 
(Nel cuor suon6, ch' or quasi disperava) 
" Son' lo che si ti visito ! da Giusto 
" Rass6gnati e sii mio V* 

Pitt b^llo mai. .. . 
Signor mai pitl cl6m^nte e Donatore 
Pill non appar munifico Y Et^mo 
All' u6m giammai, di quando in c6r (che al punto 
% di spezzarsi) inf6ndere ei si s^nte 
Consolazion dall' alto inaspettata. • . . 
Consolazion c^l^ste, ch* ogni fibra 
C6rca e rist6ra'! 

L' anima prostrata 
Quanto piti oppr^ssa av^vala il dol6re 
Qui si lev6 piti n6bile : Maria 
N6m6 la pargol^tta, e di sua vita 
A Maria madre del Figliuol di Dio 
Ei consacrar f^ v6to il riman^nte. . . . 
A Lei, che santa fii prima che nata. 
In cui Sua luce asc6se il 66mmo s61e, 
" Del parto suo divin figliu61a e madre, 
" Cui non fii prla la simile n6 p6i ! 
Da Dio chiamato ei f6cesi di Lui 
Casto ministro e pio ; e V ore sue 
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Had gone to look upon the light of Heaven ! 

But the strong mto was bow'd ; and in the rush 
Of his first anguish, he beheld himself 
Abandon'd by his Maker — by that Lord 
In whom he trusted — 'twas a fearful thought 
Engender'd by his grief; but God, whose love 
Forsakes not those who seek Him, shed a balm 
Upon his stricken spirit : from the depths 
Of his affliction rose a soothing voice 
Which murmur'd: — •' It is I who visit thee ! 
'* Be to My mercy just — confide in Me ! 
" And thus be Mine!" 

How beautiful appears 
The graciousness of the Eternal One, 
The benefactor of the human race. 
When o*er the heart of the despairing man. 
The consolation which is bom of Him, 
Steals peacefully along, and teaches hope ! 
And even thus that pure and holy balm 
Stilling the pulses by its tranquil spell. 
Now gave new vigour to the fainting soul 
Of the bereav'd one : and ere long he rais'd 
His heart once more to God in pious trust. 

He nam'd the infant." Mary," for that name 
Was hallow'd, and most holy ; and he vow'd 
His after life to Her, through whose pure means 
It was thus blessed — to the spotless one. 
The Virgin-mother of the Son of God ! 
To her thrice-happy service dedicate. 
Who ere her birth was holy, and in whom 
The Sun of our Salvation hid awhile 
Its all surpassing light: of whom the earth 
Hath never seen the prototype, and ne'er 
May look to see again, ^d thus he lived, 
Call'd by his God, a pure and pious man ; 
A minister of Heav'n, whose sinles» life. 
Was spent in cares for his one orphan child. 
And for the flock entrusted to his fold. 
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Pastor divise e padre, della figlia 
Al bene e delle p^core affidate. 

S6tto il Cristian pat^mo r^ggim^nto 
Cr^bbe in belt^ Maria ed in pietate, 
SI che, all' april degli anni, era omam^nto 
Air onestk su' angelica bell^zza, 
M6ntre il gr^ggie, che attfento ei custodiva 
Soll6cito past6r non ambizi6so 
Ogni 6ra in m^glio Iddio gli prosperava. 

Di sue virtudi il su6no a ferir giunse 
^ Del s^ttimo de' Pli (Papa sovrano) 
Alfin r or^cchio .... del Pa8t6r supremo, 
Che ih d* ogni virtil b^Ua maestro, 
Di mille d6ti ricco e tutte rare, 
E, ci6 malgrado, a£^bile ed umlle, 
N6bil, pudlco e santo : neUa s6rte 
Pr6spera a Dio ricondsc^nte ei s^mpre, 
E nell' aw^rsa in Dio s^mpre sicuro. 

Mitra ed an^l Pio S^ttimo ad ofirire 
Perci6 mand6gli : ma del ricco d6no 
F6 Y umil Sacerd6te umil rifiuto. 
Ei si sow^nne, cbe, salito in alto, 
Ei nnlla di pitl solido far^bbe 
Di quel che nel langudre e nell' oscuro 
Di quella soUtudlne e' farla : 
Che p^rfidi disc6rsi ad ascoltare 
Saria costr6tto, e nella sua pr^s^nza 
M6]ti importuni a amm^ttere, di spr^zzo 
(Malgrado ogni lor titolo) sol d^gni : 
Che d' insidiosi laccj attoniiato 
S^mpre e' saria e d' ds^mpj contagi6si : 
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The maiden grew in beanty, and no less 

In gentle virtue 'neath his fostering care ; 

And thus, ev'n in the spring-tide of her years. 

The glittering casket 'shrined a precious gem. 

While the meek shepherd saw his little flock 

Thrive healthfully in spirit day by day 

And prosper humbly 'neath his peaceful rule. 
Wide spread the fame of his pure piety. 

His unobtrusive virtues ; and at length 

The Sovereign Pontiff, Pioas (of that name 

The Seventh) heard the tale of his good deeds : 

He who could well appreciate alike 

His meekness and his zeal ; himself endow'd 

With every noble quality : possess'd 

Of all the gentler attributes which lend 

A higher diann to holiness— in heart 

Humble, and chaste, forgiving, pure, and kind ; 

In days of happy fortune, full of praise 

And thankfulness to God for all His gifts : 

In sorrow bending meekly to the stroke. 

And trusting but the more in Him who smote. 
Such was the Pope, who, to the humble priest 

Tender'd the mitre and the holy ring ; 

But wanting faith in his own strength of soul 

To overcome the world's seductive snares. 

The village pastor shunn'd the princely gift. 
Full well he knew that in his solitude 
He had an equal power of good — while rais'd 
To such a glittering height, his weary ear 
Must hearken to foul flatterers ; and his hours 
(The precious hours which now he gave to God) 
Be fritter'd in the service of the world ; 
Spent amid lip-deep courtesies ; the coin 
Which passes current, (although valueless) 
Among the great of earth — whom ev'n their rank, 
And empty titles screen'd not from his scorn. 
He yet remember'd how that world was rife 
Witiii opportunities of sin, deceit. 
And dark example : how foul envy stalk'd 
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Che dell* invidia ei quivi non potr^bbe 
Alle sa6tte asc6ndersi, 6 non fare 
Di sua fragUitk trista esp^ri^nza : 
Ch* ivi m^n luogo avria di seriam^nte 
Pensare a 86, al suo Dio, ed alia m6rte : 
Che, come gli altri, anch' esso inebriato . 
Ammaliato quivi ed indurito 
F6ra a danno dell' anima : e che m^glio 
S6tto la man di Dio fera il restare 
(Ancorch^ alquanto V knima attristata) 
Lontan dal mdndo, c^rto che il Sign6re 
Tutte gustar fariagli le speranze 
Che r Evangel fk nkscere ed i falsi 
Beni ch* Ei toglie amar non gli faria. — 
Tale il Pkrroco av6a cosl vissuto 
De'pov6reUi amico : degli afflitti 
Confortatore ang^lico : consiglio 
* A chi del ci^l smarrito av6a '1 s^nti^ro : 
Coldnna a cui (di s6 mai non fidando) 
I giusti s* appoggi^vano : V am6re 
Di chi dintdmo st^vagli : V ogg^o 
D* ammirazidn da lunge e di stup6re ; 
Quando la P^ste, a correzi6n dell' u6mo 
Dalla giusta mandata ira di Dio 
(A rim^dio di cui n6 s6nno umano, 
N6 alcun valeva uman' prowedimento) 
In tal ferocity in quelle contrade 
Mont6, che s* awentava (non diversa 
Che air 6sca il fu6co) agli uomini ! 

Dolente, 
Ma rassegnato ed iimile> la mano 
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Abroad among the multitude ; and snails 
Subtle and strong encumber'd every path. 
That *mid the vain and weak pursuits of life, 
He covld not look so calmly upon death. 
So humbly meditate upon his God, 
So learn to know himself; but, like the crowd 
Of which he form'd a part, he might become 
Greedy of worldly pleasures, and forget 
The purer joys in which the soul has part. 
Better, he felt, to share a lowly lot 
Beneath the shadow of the Almighty hand, 
• Tasting the blessed hopes, the holy truths 
Of the pure (Jospel— Shielded by that love 
Which is of God, and of his solitude 
Could make a home of hope, and teach his heart 
To shun the ways which are not of the Lord. — 

Thus had he lived ; the father of the poor : 
The comforter of the afflicted ; thus 
In his humihty, the counsellor 
Of the bewilder'd ones, whose erring steps 
Had wander'd from the path which leads to Heaven : 
A pillar to the weak (who of themselves 
Hop'd not to stand ;) beloved by all who felt 
The blessing of his virtues ; and the theme 
Of many, to whom rumour had detail'd 
His gentle piety, and modest rule* 
Thus had he Hv'd, when to recall the thoughts 
Of sinful man, and^bind them to Himself 
The Lord in anger sent upon the earth 
Hie Plague ! — a plague so deadly, that the skill 
Of human wisdom, and of human care 
Alike avail'd not : — and which wildly spread 
From house to house, ev'n as a greedy flame 
Cast among straw, extends its fearful strength. 

The Pastor's heart was heavy, for he saw 
The hand of the Almighty in the scourge 
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Vide il pastor che gli u6mini a colpire 
S* ^ra nel ci^lo alzata ; e dappo' ch* esso 
B^n conosc6a, che 1* ira del Signdre 
(L' offender Cui h si terribil c6sa) 
Non altram^nte plkcasi che orando 
E a Dio riconducfendoci pentiti, 
F6 t6sto promulgar, che il Dl segu^nte 
Saria d* ilmili pr^ci e penit^nza 
Gidmo sacrato al Sign6r n6stro inti^ro. 

Del S(51 forifera ckndida a spuntare 
L' alba si f^a da iin nuvolo seguita 
Di minutissimi kngioli, che, li^ti, 
L' 6rme di lei sparg^vano di r6se ; 
Quando il sa6no (a* Catt61ici s>\ grato) 
De' sacri brdnzi f^cesi ad udire, 
Ch' a penitfenza h invito e alle pr^ghi^re. 
Non guari and6, che plccola, ma fida 
La famigli61a in chi^sa congregata 
Incamminarsi il parroco all' altare 
Vide in v61to atteggiato piii che umano. 

Intercess6r fra il p6polo e fra Dio 
Egli venia pel p6polo a pregare; 
E po' ch6 stato egli era u6mo diritto, 
Che, s^mpre da timor santo investito, 
S^mpre lontan' dall* 6pere malvagie, 
Di Dio piii che dell' u6mo avea temuto, 
C6r non battea de* suo* seguaci in p^tto 
Che m61to all' efficacia non fidasse 
Dell' orazion del giusto al Signor suo. 

Gik consumato il santo sacrifizio, 
Del pan si fer' degli kngioli a cibare 
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Which smote mankmd ; humbly, as it became 
Alike his calling and his faith, to look 
Upon the will of God, so look'd he now 
In pious resignation ; yet with prayer. 
And penitence, and trust, by which he knew 
The mercy of the Lord alone would stoop 
To stay the visitation, he prepared 
To seek that mercy ; and to lead his flock 
To lean with lowly, humble hope on God! 

The morrow to His service dedicate, 
Tbe world and all its cares awhile cast off 
He bade them pass in deep humility. 
Contrite and heart-bow*d by their sense of sin! 

The dawn, sweet herald of the rising sun. 
In all her beauty shone upon the earth. 
And shed her gentle light o*er stream and tree ; 
While vapours, on whose wings a thousand forms 
Etherial and angehc, laughing lay, 
Marshall'd her way and strew'd her path with flowers. 
Meanwhile the sacred bells peal'd on the air 
Their thrilling music, (to the christian ear. 
So blissful in their melody) the call 
To piety and pray'r ! And ere they ceas'd 
Their welcome summons, from each humble cot 
Pour'd forth its inmates ; in their numbers weak. 
But firm in faith ; to kneel before the shrine 
Of the Eternal, at the altar-foot 
Upon whose steps their shepherd meekly stood. 
Serene in aspect. 

He came there to pray 
For his poor trembling flock ; his cherish* d ones, 
The children of his care: — to raise the voice 
Of his beseeching, to an angry God 
For them and for himself. And they had faith 
Who look'd upon him in that awful hour ; 
For well they knew that he was free from guile ; 
That he had lov'd his Maker, and had shunn'd 
The paths of evil ; while, in pious fear 
Of the One Mighty Being, he had learnt 
To scorn all meaner suffering; and they felt 
That God, in mercy, would receive his prayer ! 

The pious rite was ended ; and with joy 
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Tutti i fed61i approssimati all' ara : 
E a lor (perch6 di m6rte scvrastava 
Periglio, oggi, invislbile, tr^m^ndo) 
II Sacramento amministrb il Pasture 
Com* ei fac6a fl Vi^tico a chi muore. 

Qui tutte ^ran' levate al ciM le menti : 
Qui tutti nell* am6re 6ran* di Dio 
Acc^si i cu6ri, per virtti di Lui, 
Che (ard6r divin. . . .sant* kura !) soll^va 
Gli u6mini in T^rra dalla m6ta al ci^lo ! 
Talch6 quel t^mpio or tabemkcol fera 
D' amor, di penit^nza, di pr6glii^ra 
Dai cuor', che (in ci^lo in ^stasi rapiti) 
Al su6n' chieddan' degli 6rgani .... all' od6re 
Chied^an* de* sacri incfensi, a Dio perd6no ! 

In s6 tutto racc51to, a capo chino, 
Qui t^nnesi alcun t^mpo il Sacerdbte. 
Al ci^l le luci poi . . . . al ci^l le braccia 
Sollev6 il giusto, e, in v6ce iimile e chiara, 
SI. con Davidde incominci6 a pregare. 



** D' ogni ben fonte, e provvisore Iddio! 
O cibo, che di T6 sazi fgustato) 
E di T^ s^mpre ass^ti I O Onniposs^nte ! 
Trino ed Uno ! O inefl^bile ! O perf^tto ! 
Tu, la cui gl6ria n^rrasi dai cieli, 
E ch' hai nel s61e il padiglion rip6sto ! 
Tu, la cui y6ce s6vra 1' acque mdlte 
Stfette e tu6n6, che fece i c^dri in p^zzi, 
Sc6sse il d^s^rto, e (di magnific^nza 
Pi^na) le macchie rischiar6 gi^ f61te i 
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The faithful stood around the altar : there 
To share the bread of life : not with such joy 
As grows out of the commerce of the world : 
Bnt that which is of Heav'n, and bom of faith. 
Death was around, among them, yet unseen, 
But not the less e'en in the very midst 
Of them and theirs, and thus ev'n in their joy 
A trembling awe stole o'er each prostrate heart. 
As they partook of the most holy bread 
Like dying men ; while every soul was fix'd 
In pious trust on Heav'n — and love grew up 
In every breast for all their fellow-men. 
And for the God whom they had sought in tears, 
And found in hope ! that Grod whose will can raise 
The human heart from its mere earthly state 
To heavenly purity ; and thus, through faith,' 
That humble village church became the shrine 
Of trust, and penitence, and earnest prayer; 
Where hearts (now rais'd in extacy to Grod) 
Amid the organ's swell, the costly breath 
Of the rich incense, and the suppliant tones 
Of christian orisons, were loud in praise ! 

The pastor's pray'r was voiceless ; but he stood 
With bow'd down head awhile amid his flock. 
Seeking the Lord in silence ; then he rais'd 
His eyes and hands to Heav'n, and in a tone. 
Humble and heartfelt, in the sacred strain 
Of David, did he lift his cry to God. 

'• Thou who canst satisfy the human heart 

Which leans on Thee; and yet inspire the wish 

To be more fully Thine ! Omnipotent ! 

Mysterious ! and Ineflfeble ! The type 

Of all perfection ! Thou, of whom the Heavens 

Declare the Glory 1 Who, amid the rays 

Of the Sun's brightness, hath built up the pomp 

Of Thine Etemcd Temple ; Thou, whose voice 

** Thunder'd across the seas, and rent the trunks 

** Of the time-hallow'd cedars, on the crest 
Of lordly Lebanon ; and by its might 
Shook the far wilderness ; while (miracle 
Of majesty and pow'r !) to human eyes 
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'^ Fd la par61a Tua sfempre diritta 
E fide sfempre fur' V 6pere Tue ! 
Mi8eric6rdia Tu, Tu la Giustizia 
Amasti ed amerai, ch6 n' h la Tferra 
Tuttaripi^na! sussistenza i ci^li 
Ebber, Signor! dalla par61a Tua, 
C6me le lor virtudi dallo spirto 

** Delia Tua b6cca ottennerla pur tutte \ 
Tu, quasi fdsse in 6tre, tutte quante 
Del mar Y acque adunasti ! Tu dicesti, 

" E fatte furon' stibito le c6se ! 

" Tu comandasti, e fiirono create ! 

*' Delle nazidni Tu mandi i dis^gnj 
In fumo ! Tu de' principi i consiglj 
C6me i p^nsi^r' dei p6poli fai vani ; 
Ma gli 6cchi Tu6i Tu s^mpre su coldro 
Tifeni, terrai e ten^sti cb' ban' fidanza 

*' In Tua merc6 e Ti temono 1 Di m6rte 

" Tu sfei cbe V alma llberi di 16ro 
E cbe di fame in t^mpo li sosti^ni ! 
Tu scudo shi, Tu gl6ria e capo n6stro . . . 
Quel per cui s61 qui vivesi sicuri ! 
Tu quel cb' bai di disp^rder risoluto 

*' Cbi parla la menz6gna e tutti quelli 
Cbe iniquitate ad6perano al mdudo I 
La n6stra Luce Tu, s^mpre salute 
N6stra fort^zza, ajuto e prot^ttore 
Se' stato e in ogni etk n6stro rifiigio ! 
Tu, pria cbe i m6nti fossero, 6 formata 
F6sse la T^rra, hn gik Dio ab-6t^mo, 
E per r eternity Tu sara' Dio ! 
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It laid the forests bare. Thy holy word. 

Oh Lord ! was ever righteous, and Thy works 

Magnificent in truth. The teeming earth 

Is foil of Thee, oh Lord! and all TTiy laws 

Are just and mercifol. The Heav'ns were made 

By Thine all-powerful word ; and the bright host 

Who people them, were call*d to life by Thee ! 

Withm the hollow of Thy mighty hand 

The ocean-waves were gathered. — Thou did'st speak 

And, lo ! it was accomplished ; at Thy nod 

** The obedient waters shrunk within their bounds. 
Thou castest down the purposes of Kings, 
And bowest all the nations to Thy will ; 
But unto they who fear Thee, doth Thine eye 
Incline, (as it hath ever done) and teach 
The hope Thy mercy only can insure ! 

•* Thou dost deliver from the fear of death 

Their fainting souls ; and amid grievous want 
Sustainest those who trust in Thee ! — Oh, Lord, 
Thou art our shield, our glory, and our strength ; 
Our safety is in Thee ; the vain shall fall. 
For Thou wilt not uphold them. In Thy sight 
All sin is hatefol ; Thou alone can'st be 
Our light and our salvation. Strong in Thee, 
All generations safely shall abide 
Within the shadow of Thy dwelling-place. 
Before the moimtains rais'd their mighty brows 
To Thy high throne, or earth had found its root 
(Planted by Thee !) thou wkrt — The Eternal God 
From all beginning, still through all to be, 

•* Even to the end of all ! And what are we ? 
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" Om^, mlseri noi! — Tu collocate 
" Le n6stre iniquitadi a T6 davanti 
" Hai, Signor n6stro ! e della faccia Tua 
" La n6stra vita avantibai coUocata; 
** Talch^ i dx n6stri v^ngono.a mancare 
" E s6tto rira Taa siam' consumati ! 
Ah, perch^ mai, Signor, si ritirato 
Ti se' lontan da noi, e al maggior' u6po 
" Noi figli Tu6i negligi desolati ? 
A Te dinanzi ingrati, peccatori 
Oggi qui stiam' di miUe colpe r^i, 
Ci^chi, ostinati, recidivi, imm6ndi, 
Delle passidni schiavi e del detn6nio : 
•' Ma dell' u6m-Dio. . . del Figlinol Tuo divino 
De' m^riti nel n6me 6ggi qui etiamo 
A Te prostrati in l^grime davanti 
M^rc6 chiamando ed timili e pentiti ! 
Nel furor Tuo ripr^nderci, o Signore, 
** Deh non vol6re! e non nell* ira Tua 
'* Deh voMr noi corr^ggere ; ck6 in morte 
*' Di Te, Signor, non h chi si ric6rdi, 
** N^ nell' inffemo mai chi Ti confessi ! 
A noi Ti v61gi, o Dio n6stro Signore, 
E i n6stri pr^ghi acc^tta ! Gli 6cchi nostri, 
Illiimina, gran Dio, affinch^ '1 s6nno 
" Non d6nnasi da noi mai della m6rte ! 
In Tua miseric6rdia ogni speranza 
No' poniam* 6ggi : e se salvar ci degni 
" Esulteranno i cu5r nella salute 
*' Che vi^n* da Te! A noi ti p6ni a d^stra, 
" E non sar^m' mai sm6ssi ! O n6stro ajuto. 
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* Our sins rise bleak and bare, Almighty Lord 
' Before Thy secret throne* And, in the light 

* Of Thine Almighty countenance, stand forth 

* The sum of our iniquities. Our years 

* Consume away before Thy holy wrath ; 

* And as an utter'd tale, lo! they are gone! 

* Why standest Thou afar, oh Lord ? And why 

* Hast thou thus veil'd the brightness of Thy brow 
' In this our day of trouble ? Bow'd by sin, 

' We stand before Thee— ingrates, on whose souls 

' The stains of guilt are graven, manifold 

* Ev*n as Thy mercies : to Thy goodness blind 
' In our o£r-&Iling hour; the shrinking slaves 

' Of our besetting passions : obstinate 

* To our own ruin : subject to the wiles * 
' Of our arch-enemy — yet hear us. Lord, 

* As mingling tears witii our beseeching, thus 

* Prostrate and hmnble, in our penitence 

' We ask forgiveness for our Saviour's sake ! 

' Oh Lord ! rebuke us not when Thou art wrath, 

* Less we succumb beneath Thy frown. — ^The grave 

* Is silent, and we may not there give thanks, 

* Nor utter supplications. — Hear us. Lord ! 

' Thou art our God— our Maker — Let us look 

' In trust on Thee, lest, losing the true light, 

' We sleep the sleep of everlasting death! 

* Lord ! we believe in Thee : our hearts are glad 

* In Thy salvation. Be at our right hand, 

* Jehovah ! and in Thee shall lie our strength. 
' Forsake us not, for heaviness is near, 
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" Signer, Redentor n6stro ! ah non ti fare 

*' Oggi da noi lontan, ch' h gik immin^nte 

" Tribolazion ; ned h chi ci socc6rra! 

" A Te innalziam' noi Y anima, e si fida 

'* Oggi da noi in Te sdlo! Ah delle Tue 

** Miseric6rdie m^mbrati quest' 6ggi 

*' Che ne' passati s^coli gi^ furo ! 
Di nostra gioventti sc6rda i delitti 
E le ignoranze ah sc6rda; e s61 m6m6ria * 

Abbi di noi, per Tua benignitate, 

" Di Tua merc6 dal tr6no ! L* abbiezione 

Mira in cui siamo .... in quante, in quali p^ne, 
Ed ogni peccar u6stro 6ggi perd6na ! 
Tu (se pur vu6i) sei quel, che, nel venuto - 
Gidrno delle sciagure, asc6ndere V u6m sai 
Nel Tabernkcol Tuo, ed, al cop^rto 

'* Del Tabemkcol Tuo p6rlo nel c6re ! 

*' In sfinim^nto 1* anima ed il c6rpo 

" Pr^sti a cad^r sarfebber di noi tutti, 

'* Se nella t^rra di veder de* vivi , 

Non cred^ssimo i b^ni del Sign6re ! 
A Te imperci6, Signor, le n6stTe grida 
Oggi innalziam. Non star con noi in sil^nzio : 
Ch6, se Tu taci, tutti, c6me qu611i 

'* Che nella £5ssa sc^ndon, no* sar^mo ! 

'* N6 sanit^ la came, ned han' Y ossa, 
Del peccar n6stro a ckusa, alcuna pace ! 
Ah dalla faccia Tua non rigettarci, 

** N6 tor' da noi lo splrito Tuo Santo ! 
*' A contemplaf Tua gl6ria e *1 Tuo pot^re 
" (Siccome in Santuario) a Te davanti 



(( 



€t 



tt 



ti 



t€ 



it 



tt 



tt 



tt 
tt 
tt 
tt 



tt 



tt 



THS PLAGUS. 133 



<< 



And help, save Thine, is none! we trust in Thee : 
To Thee do we hft up our souls ; and dwell 
In humhle hope upon the memory 
Of all Thy loving kindnesses, vouchsaf d 
" To lis and to our fathers from all time. 
Remember not, oh Grod, our youthful sins. 
Nor the transgressions of our riper years ; 
In mercy, not in judgment, visit us; 
For heaviness is pressing on our hearts. 
And anguish is among us; look, oh Lord ! 
On our afflictions, and forgive our sins. 
Thou in the time of trouble can'st provide 
A place of safety on Thy holy hill: 
Had not our fainting souls beheld Thy grace. 
And the undying mercy of Thy love. 
They had not stood before Thy fearful frown. 
To Thee we cry, oh Lord ! turn not away 
Thy pitying ear, lest in despair of help 
We sink and perish ! From our flesh hath fled 
The hue of healthfulness, and in our bones 
There is no rest — for we, oh God ! have sinn'd. 
Forsake us not. Eternal ! nor withdraw 
Thy holy spirit from us. Amid fears. 
To-day we seek Thee, Lord ! In humble hope 
To look upon Thee in Thy sacred place 
In power and glory ; at Thine altar-foot 
We congregate — We dwell in sterile lands 
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** Ci presentiamo in t^rra ch' h des^rta, 
Ch* acque non ha n^ vie ! — ^Tu ci govfema : 
A Te richiama, o Dio, 1* anime n6stre, 

*' E pel sentier ci m^na di giustizia, 

Sicch^, qiiand' anche camminare in m^zzo 
All' 6mbra no* dov^ssimo di m6rte, 
S^mpre sperare in Te. . . . sempre vogliamo 
L6di, o Sign6re, aggiimgere a Tue 16di, 
Ch^, quanto h dalla t^rra il d^l levato 

** Tanto Tu fatta la merc^ Tua grande 
Hai v^rso qu^i che t^monti ! Tu quanto 
Lontano egli h dall' Orto 1* Occid^nte 
Rimuovera' da noi le c61pe n6stre, 
E, c6me padre ch* ha piet^ de' figlj, 
Tu compas8i6n, Signore, avra* di noi, 
Ch6 di che siam* f6rmati b^n con6sci ! 
Padre, ramm^nta che dell* uomo i gi6nii 
Son' cdm' erba* - . .e che p61vere siam' noi ! 
Sklvaci ! h all* u6m quant' ^ no* ridir^mo 

*' TuaSantitk magnlfica e glori6sa I 

*' Di Tua soavitk noi 1* abbondanza 

'* Rammenter^m', cantando, e far6m* f^sta 

•' Di l\ia giustizia! Te Signdr benigno 

All* u6in dir^m' che s^i . . . . Signor pazi^nte . . . , 
B6n^€ico Signor ! Che in tutte quante 
L* 6pere Tue le Tue miseric6rdie 
Sempre ^bber lu6go ed hanno ! — ^A Te noi lode 
Sempre dar^mo, e Te benediranno 
'. Sempre i Tuoi santi, che del r^gno Tuo 
Sempre, festanti, ridiran* la gl6ria, 
E sempre canteran* del Tuo pot^re !** 
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Where moisture is not ; and the thirsty earth 
Pants for the cooling waters : lead ns, Lord« 

" Beside those waters, that our souls may drink, 

*' And be refresh'd through Thee. To the sweet paths 
Of righteousness, conduct us, for the sake 
Of Tiune Almighty name ; that, though we tread 
The valley in whose shadows there is death. 
We yet may fear no evil, led by Thee ! 

'* Thou art our hope, oh God ! and still our trust 
Will be in Thee for ever ; ,while Thy praise 
Shall be our daily theme — Ev'n as the Heav'ns 

" Are high above the earth, so is Thy love 
And Thine unfailing mercy to all those 
Who fear Thy laws. As from the east, the west 

" Is parted, even thus wilt Thou remove 

" Transgression frt)m the faithful. And no less, 

*' As a fond father pitieth his child 

So Thou, oh Lord ! wilt pity all who trust 
In Thee, and in Thy promises ; Thy strength 
Shew mercy to our weakness. Man, oh God ! 
Is nothing in Thy sight : his days endure 
But as the grass — and he is bom of dust ! 
Save us. Almighty Lord ! that we may tell 
The wondrous glories of Thy Majesty ; 
And, blessed in our worship, sing the praise 

" Of Thine abundant goodness, and the grace 
Of Thy compassion. In Thine anger slow. 
And mighty in Thy mercy, art Thou, Lord ! 
Thy blessing is on all who trust in Thee, 
Thy tender care shed over all Thy works. 
Thy praise shall be for ever on om* lips ; 
Thy saints shall bless Thee, and eternally 
Shall tell the glories of Thy power ; their theme 
** For ever and for ever, still the same !" 
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Ricominciar' qu) gli 6rgani a suonare, 
E genufl^sso il p6polo pregava, 
Che per la man del giusto Iddio su tatti 
Benedizi6n mandasse, che col6ro 
Che scamper) en dal m6rbo f^sse g^ti, 
Dritti p6i s^mpre, e sino all' tdtim 6ra 
A Dio fed^li ; e del c^l^ste spirto 
D^sse conf6rto agli altri, che del m6ndo 
Av^a ch* ei partirfebbero fermato. 

Su i genufl^ssi V Ostia il sacerd6te 
Qui (piti con r alma .in cihl che suUa t^rra) 
Liev6. . . .li benedisse. . . .e le sue pr^ci 
In ntigolo d* inc^nso insino al ci^lo 
Fur dall* angelo (int^rpetre f^d^le 
Nunzio gioc6ndo) a Cristo sollevate; 
E, p68te nel turribolo d* Am6re, 
Furon* da Cristo presentate al Padre. 

Benignam^nte acc61sele V Et^mo : 
Ma (come quei che me' v^de di noi) 
D' ogni passata al giusto una sciagura 
Qui prepar6, bench' Mtima, piil cruda, 
Perch' ei dell' amor suo d^sse al suo Dio 
Pr6va, che d^gno lo faria dei ci^li ! 

De' vestim^nti sacri dispogliato, 
Alia dil^tta sua picciola casa 
Tom6 di Dio il ministro acc^tto a Dio. — 
Casa ? . . . . (misero padre !) . . . .ah non piil casa ! 
Stanza or di morte ! e, se pur r^ti in vita, 
Stanza sark, che, de' felici t^mpi 
Nella mis^ria tua tristo ric6rdo, 
Tl fia strom^nto del doldr maggidre ! 
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Again the organs peal'd their song of praise ; 
Again on hended knees the little flock 
Put up a prayer to Heav'n, that when their priest 
Should raise his hand to hless them, through his means 
A blessing from on high might visit them ; 
And, by the mercy of a gracious God, 
Pour on the hearts of those who (spar'd by Him,) 
Fell not beneath the dreaded scourge, a sense 
Of their own sins : a pure and pious trust 
In the Eternal ; with the gratitude 
Bom of a righteous faith, which might endure 
Unto their dpng day. While for the doom'd. 
They ask'd the comfort of the Lord their God, 
To solace them in their departing hour. 

The pray'r was said ; and with a pious joy, 
The pastor rais'd the consecrated bread. 
And bless'd his kneeling flock. That pray'r was heard. 
And registered on high ; but God, whose will 
Is, beyond human understanding, wise. 
Seeing all things to us invisible. 
Decreed a heavy judgment on the just ; 
The keenest trial of his life, to yield 
Occasion for a brighter proof of trust. 
And faith in his Creator ; that his soul. 
By sorrow purified, might in His sight 
Be worthy of Eternity in Heaven ! 
In reverence the pastor laid aside 
His sacerdotal robe : and forth he went 
In peace with God and with his fellow men. 
Upon the path which pointed to his home. 
Home I — wretched father ! that beloved cot 
To thee is home no longer — Death is there ! 
And it will stand, throughout thy latter years 
A momunent of hmnan martyrdom : 
For never shalt thou enter there, but sight 
Of thy bereavement, shall bring memories 
Of thy lost happiness ! 
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- Maria?" 

** Padre, i* mi mor6 !" 

'* Oh voce I oh vista ! 
" Ohstrazio!" 

Erasi spinto nell* umile 
Camera a][)p6na della figlia amata, 
Ch' ei si ferm6 a tr6 passi esterrefatto, 
Discolorato, att6nito, gelato. 
Con gU 6cchi in lei fissati il genit6re. 

'* Padre, i'mimbro!" (V angel^tta b^Ua 
Qui ripigli6) ** fa' c6re ! h giasto Iddio ! 
** Die mi ti d^tte, e mi ti tbglie Iddio ! 
" Figlia a te nata e delle tue virtudi 
*' Cresciuta all' 6mbra, ^ile h il morire ! 
Spmitato dardo in m^ scocc6 la m6rte. 
Si che il passar per m6 s^mbra un cad^re 
Qual chi da s6nno plkcido h sorpr6sa ! 
M^zza ho nel ci^l gik 1* knima ! 

** Oh rimlra. . . . 
Mira di giglj una ghirlanda b^lla 
P6rgere a me quell' Angel che sorride ! 
Mira quell' altro, o padre ! in te guardare ' 
Ser6no in v61to si — ^ma non si li^to. 
Quasi che att^nda (gi(idice imparziale) 
Se a tentazion piegando 6 contrastando, 
'* Quella palma ch' ei ti^ne e la cor6na 
'* Meriterai di gl6ria !" .... 

" Oh dal profondo 

*' Qual v6ce, o padre, h questa sepolcrale? 

** Questa del tuo servir. . . .dell' amar Dio 

(Si a mormorare in'trknsito rapita 
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Mary ? my child ?" 
My Father, I am dying" — 

" Gracious God, 
" Can I have heard aright? Almighty Powers, 
" Look I upon reality? my heart 
" Is bursting !" 

Stricken even to the earth. 
The wretched parent paus'd ere he had ta'en 
Three steps across the treshold ; then he stood 
Transfixed with wonder, speechless, and amaz'd ; 
WhHe horror, chiUing his warm blood to ice. 
Fell on his heart, and quiver'd through his frame. 
" Father ! I die" — so murmured out the voice 
Of the angelic sufferer : " do not mourA 
In heaviness of soul. The Lord is just : 
He gave me to thy love, and He reclaims 
The gift which He had made — I feel the clull 
Of death within my bosom, but the edge 
" Of his relentless arrow has been dull'd 
*' In mercy to my weakness ; and I sink 
As 'twere into a sleep, so calm and sweet 
That ev'n now my soul can taste of Heaven! 
Behold! an angel hovers near my bed : 
*' And, smiling, offers to my trembling clasp 
A lilied garland, wreath'd by seraph hands ! 
And lo ! I see another gaze on thee. 
My father, and my guide : his brow is bright. 
But still he smiles not like the first, — He waits, , 
(As an impartial judge) to watch the strife 
Within thy breast ; to learn if thou wilt yield 
Thy spirit to despair ; or, strong in faith. 
Resign to God that which is His : and win 
The crown of glory that ev'n now he brings 
To place upon thy brow — 

'* Ha! woe is me — 
•• What fearful voice is this, which on my ear 
Falls in sepulchral tones ? 

" * Is this the meed 
Won by the love and trust of God ?* " Thus spoke 
The dying girl in her deUrium : 
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Si f(6 Maria le voci ch* ella udiva) 
" La merc6 dunque ^ questa! miser uomo 1 
" A che dal s6n mat^mo ei fu6r ti trasse 
" Iddio ? — oh fossi tu stato consunto 

Pria ch' uman' 6cchio av^sseti veduto ; 
" La luce a che conc^dere all* afflitto 
*' Che la sua via non v6de, po' ch^ Dio 
** L'ha di t^nebre tutto circondato? 
£k;co quel che temevi 6ggi accaduto, 
Ed i sosp^tti tuoi verificati I 
Ecco le fr^Scie in t€ fisse di Dio, 

II cui vel6n lo spirit© ti b^ve 

Ed ecco ad assediarti 6ggi i terrdri ! 
" Ecco in ritaggio tuo oggi assegnati 
*' Vu6ti m^si di pace e di ri8t6ro, 
** E tutte dolor6se a te assegnate 

Ecco le nbtti ! Ftiggono i tu6i gi6mi ; 
E, del tuo c6r torm^nto, ei tutti in fumo 
Risblvonsi, o infelice ! i tuoi dis^gnj : 
n pov^r^llo che strid^va afflitto. 
Oh di', non liberasti ? ed al pupillo 
Di difensor lasciato al m6ndo privo 
** Tut6r non f6sti tu? C6nf5rto al c5re 
** Delia v6dova tu, di', nonporg^sti? 
Delia giustizia tu non ti vestiti 
Come d' un manto, e della tua equitate 
Come d' un s^rto, di', non t' adomasti ? 
" Delle afflizioni altrui, di', non piang^sti ? 
*' E non er' ella 1' ^ma piet6sa 
'* Di', al pov^rfel che ti si £6 davanti ? 
Ecco qual Dio ti r^nde oggi merc^de ! 
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Lending wild words to the strange phantasy 

Which shook her spirit: — " Wherefore wert thou hroaght 
Into a world of care, to be a wretch ? 
Far better had'st thou died, and pass'd away. 
Where mortal eyes could look on thee no more ! 
Why should light shine upon the stricken soul. 
Whose paths are shadow'd, and whose ways are dark ? 
Thy fear is come upon thee ; and the cloud 
Has burst on thy devoted head : the shaft 
Of the Almighty quivers in thy breast. 
And its feU poison drinketh up thy blood. 
A God of terrors stands before thee, strong 
In His Almighty strength. Thy hopes are false ; 
And weary days and sleepless nights are thine. 
Thy dream of joy is over : all the plans 
And purposes of thine existence, void ; 
The very thoughts of thy most secret heart 
Cast back upon thee ! — ^Tell me, didst thou not 
Succour the poor, protect the fatherless. 
And help the weak ? did'st thou not'ever make 
The heart of the lone widow sing for joy ? 
Wert thoa not righteous ? were not thy decrees 
Sincere and just ? did*st thou not weep with all 
Who were in sorrow ? and thy soul wax faint. 
And heavy, for the trials of the poor ? 
Lo, how thy God rewards thee for thy zeal ! 
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" Felicitk aspettasti. . • . ecco sciagure ! 

'* Sperasti luce . . . . e sopraggiunto h il bujo t 
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Per awersario Suo t* ha pr^so Iddio, 
Onde a te stesso or grave diventato 
Sei peso ms6pportkbile ed odi6so!'* 

" N6, figlia, n6 !— Voce tutt' altra asc61to !" 

(Si il genitor, che un giovine per mano 

Allora allor comparso in quella stanza 

Muto teneva, che par6a il Dolore, 

Appressatosi al l^tto di Maria, 

Che, in dolor6so trknsito, gli ogg^tti 

P^rsi di vista che le st^an' davanti. 

Or m^zza, a quelle v6ci immaginate, 

S* 6ra svenuta, in v6ce a Ifei soave 

Le replied) — ** N5, figlia! Altra. . . .tutt' altra 

" La v6ce h che mi su5na 6ggi nel c6re !" 
A p5co k p6co qui schiud^va, ai su6ni 

Del genitor, Maria le chiuse luci, 

Bench^ n^ in lui levkssele n6 in Carlo 

Che il genitor teneva per la mano. 

" Asc61tami, mio fido !** (oggi, o Maria, 

S^nto nel c5re a dirmi) 

" ^ Y ingiustizia. 

Fti r empietk da Dio s^mpre lontana ! 
Sec6ndo V azion' sue Ei s6mpre all' uomo 
Renderk Dio ! Senza ragi6ne Ei mai, 
Mai npn condanna 6 gi^dica ! Dal giusto 
Non mai torcerk Dio gli sg^ardi Suoi ! 
Chi dalle mani sue Y iniquitate 
Rimuoverii. . . .chi sc6vra d' ingiustizia . 
Terrk sua casa, alzar potrk la faccia 
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When thou did*st ask a blessing, evil came : 
And for the light, grew darkness. On thy brow 
Thy Lord hath set a seal; and thou art grown 
A trouble and a burthen to thyself!" 

Not so, my child— I hear a holier voice—** 
The stricken father murmur*d, (as he stood 
Beside the dying bed : his aged hand 
Fast lock*d in that of one, who, with a brow 
On which the anguish of unutter'd grief 
Was trac*d amid its majesty of youth ;) 
Gaz'd on the dying girl ; who, lost to all 
Of earth, and earthly feeling, with closed eyes 
Lay, sunk in stupor: ** 'Tis not so, my child:" 
He gently murmur 'd : — " in my inmo£^ heart 
A holier accent lingers." — 

As he spoke. 
His dying daughter rais'd her heavy eyes, 
To Heav'n, but look'd not on the holy man, , 
Nor on the youth beside him : — ** Thus it speaks. 
My Mary, that bless'd voice ; Incline |hine ear. 
My faithful servant, God, the Lord of all 
Escheweth evil ; and His holy will 
•* Worketh not wickedness. Ev'n by their deeds 
' ' Shall He judge all mankind. In His decrees 
Justice and righteousness shall rule. His eyes 
Are ever on the faithful ; he, whose soul 
Shall put away the sin which clouds its light. 
The evil which pollutes his dwelling-place. 
Him will the Lord uphold, and raise his head 
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Ess^ndo senza mkcola; avrk stato 
•* S^nza tim6ri imm6bile; in obblio 
" £i la miseria sua mander^ tutta, 
" O d' essa pur verrk ch' ei si ramm^nti 
" Come di pi^na d' acque gik passate." 

Maria ! chi m'ha prom^sso h un Dio fed^le, 

E quelle io s6 chi sia in eh' i' cr^d^tti. 

Delia fidanza mia non vo' far g^tto .... 

II guiderd6ne h imm^nso che la s^gue! 

Dio mi ti t5glie : a s6 Dio ti ritira. 

Va' beata. . . . va* gi6vine . - . . e inn6c^te ! 

Non guari andrk, che in Dio ritroverbtti. 

D' Abram la i€, di Gihbhe la pazi^za 
" Pregher6 Dio mi d6ni, onde la pr61e 
" Unica amata, ch' olockusto Ei chiMe, 

S^nza qu6r^le a Lui r^nda (suo d6no). 

£ la pazi^nza al m6ndo necessaria, 

Acci6, di Dio la volontk fac^ndo, 

Delle prom^sse Sue s' ^ntri al poss^ssp ! 
** Sol brfeve t^mpo, o £glia ! e verrk Qu^li, 
** Che dfee senza ritardo a noi venire." 

Abbonacciata V anima (in t^mp^sta 
Dianzi sc6nv61ta dell' Inferno al su6no) 
S' ^ qui tutta ; e in v61to di Maria 
Gik lo splend6r d' aureola si ved^a, 
Quando levando, plkcida, le luci, 
Nel giovin^tto misero incontr6ssi 
A lei prom^sso 8p5so, ch' 6v la stava 
Muto guardando stktua s6nza pianto ! 

" Carlo ! Carlo !" (ella disse) " oh de' miei lifeti 
" Gi6mi compagno ! cui sperato av^va * 
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With honour in the land ; he shall forget 
The sorrows of his days ; or if perchance 
Their memory cross his spirit, it shall he 
But as the recoUection of the spent 
And wasted waters of a former year. 
Mary, the Lord is fedthful ! He hath said. 
And He will hold His promise consecrate ; 
I know the God in whom my soul hath trust ; 
" Nor doth that trust now waver — God recalls 
•• Thy spirit to Himself — I yield thee up 
•• To happiness, for thou art young and pure ! 
" "Eire long I shall rejoin thee ; for ere long 
" We shall he re-united in the realms 
•• Of the Eternal Lord of Heav'n. Meanwhile 
" I will heseech of Him to strengthen me, 
'* To grant to me the faith of Abraham, 
" And the pure patience of the suffering Job ; 
'• That, without murmur, I may piously 

Grive back His gift — my only, cherish'd child. 
The sacrifice which He requires! Mankind 
" Must learn to suffer in their pilgrimage, 
" That, having done the bidding of the Lord, 
" They may await His promise. Yet awhile 
** A little while, my Mary; and our God 
•• Will come, as He hath said !" 

The fleeting soul 
Of the poor sufferer, into which the voice 
Of the fell tempter had breath'd trouble, hush'd 
By the lov'd tones of her sole parent, sank 
Into a heavenly calm ; and on her brow 
Gathered the brightness of a better world ! 
She rais'd her gentle eyes, and she beheld 
Her own betroSi'd one near her ; dumb with grief. 
Voiceless and tearless, gazing on her still 
In tender anguish ; 

" Is it thee ?" she ask'd ; 
Thee, the companion of my happy days ? 
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*' Sp6so in brfeve diXendtee mio sign6re, 
" Altro di me disp<$nsi 6ggi, qaal y^di ! 

Un padre or mi si t6glie ed uno ^so ; 

Ma pel padre, ch' i' p^da, oh ^arda ! ^ite 

Le braccia Sue ad acc6gliermi mi st^de 

Oggi mi Iddio, in cui dell' mnan' c6re 

Tntti gli aff^ a pkscere si vamio. 

Di me non pi^ger tu, cli6 i gi6mi miM 

" Fansi^ mor^ndo, ^t^mi, e in lilme ^t^mo 

** Gli 6cchi, ch' io mdstro or chiudere, disdrindo. 

** Tuoi giomi alia yirth, Carlo ! consaCra ! 

" Sia s61e la virtil. Carlo ! che illustri 

** Ogni 6pra tua !— EU' h st611a fed^e 

** Che piii rispl^nde qnanto n6tte h btija! 

** S^rvi la patria; assisti il padre mio : 

" A te lo lascio. . • .In cura a te ! Tu 1' lona ; 

'* Sfervilo or tu per me ! 

" Ma, esecut6re 

" Ferchd del chi^der mio ultimo, o Carlo ! 

" Fido rimanga.— 

'' Ah, padre, il 8lU!^m6nto" 

(Si qui riv61ta al padre lingelo in viso 1) 

" Deh mi amministra! Di Maria la mano 

" Del giovindtto a qu611a ind) congiungi, 

" E fa', che sp6sa a hii, I' dalla t^rra 

** Al ci^l v61i beata a pregar Dio, 

"^ Che qui di pace, e p6i fkcciavi d6no 

** Di gl6ria sempit^ma a entr^unbi in ci^lo." 

Tutte in guardia del c6r raccblser* ei 

Qui lor virtii, lo sp6so e il genit6re ! 

L' altar gi^ nella camera s' appr^ta : 
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Thee» whom in my fond blindness I beliey'd 
Would be so soon my husband and my lord ? 
Behold ! the hand of Heav'n hath interpos'd — 
And we are parted by the Almighty wiH ; 
But still in losing all which, whUe on earth 

** I held most sacred, I secure a place 
Beside my God in Heaven ; and His arms 
Are open to receive me ; He, the Lord 
Of all things holy — from whose love, the heart 

*' Of man inherits all its purest joys.^ 
Weep not for me ; I shall exchsmge the life 
Of this poor earth, for an Eternity 
Of blessedness on high ; and though mine eyes 
Close to the light of this world, they wUl lopk 
Ere long upon the brighter light of Heaven 1 
Beloved ! live for virtue — let thy days 
Be consecrate to good ; let purity 
Be thine abiding beacon, by whose beao(i8 

•' Thine every deed may shine serenely forth ; 
Virtue is as the midnight star which seems 
But lov'lier from the <&urkness shed aroimd* 
Be fedthful to thy country ! and with care 
Support my aged fatlier in his grief : 
'Tis to thy love I leave the sacred charge ; 

" Be to him as a son — be to him all 

** That I once hoped to be— 

" Yet woiad I bind 

" Thy love to him by a yet dearer tie ; 

•* Father — " (and Mary rais'd her lang^d eyes 
To her last parent with a smile of light :) 
Let me partake once more before I die • 

Of the most holy sacrament : and then 
I pray thee join my hand with his ; that thus 
He may yet call me * wife*— and when I kneel 

'* In spirit at the footstool of my God, 

" I may unite your names, as I beseech 

" For both, the blessing of a life of peace, 

" And an eternity of joy !" 

The two 

Who stood beside her, piously controul'd 

The anguish which o'erwhelm'd them ; and in haste 

Her wishes were obey'd ; an altar rose 
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Gik da fed^li m61ti accompagnato 
Con c^re e pr^ghi e Ikgrime ad entrare 
Eoco Gesil velato in man del padre : 
Ecco Bull' ara ei p6rlo : ^cco le pr^ci 
£i pronunciar. . • .rip^tersi dagli altri : 
Ecco Ges(i (viktico !) nel c6re 
Gik di Maria disc^nder Redent<5re : 
£cco r anH di Carlo il n6bil v^chio 
P6r della mano or pallida nel dito : 
£ntrambe« ^co, congiungersi le d^stre : 
Ecco un sorriso d' ^gelo apparire 
Sul vdlto di Maria : ^co sue luci 
Fissarsi in Carlo : al ci^lo indi levarsi. . • • 
Chinarsi a p6co a p6cQ. . . .^ccole chiuse !!! — 

" Spir6 la giosta !" (ei qui ser^no il padre> 
Inginocchiato, al ci^l disse riy61to) 
" Di pace in paradiso kngelo b^llo, 
" Da un m6ndo tradit6r Maria volata 
" Or'hacordnaincifelo!!!" 

" Della sp^sa, 
** Carlo, 6t ramm^nta 1* idtimo vol^re ; 
" F^rsa non Y hai. • • .in ciel Dio te la s^rba! 
** Fit dell' Mtime sue vdci il ten6re 
'* Shrvila patria ! — ^va', v<51a! in periglio 
*' Oggi h la patria ^str^mo ! Ah tu per 6ssa 
" Pugna da pr6de e pr6speriti Iddio !'^ 

Sp6so in un punto e vedovo si sc6sse 
A questi d6tti il gi6vine, che in c6re 
Gli risvegliar' Y er6e. Alia defunta 
Pi^no d'ang6scia un guardo. . • .un lungo sguardo 
V61se, e d' ivi in un Itttimo &i fdori. — 
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Within her chamber ; and the bread of life, 

Encompass'd round by waxen tapers, stood 

Beside the bed of death ; while tears were blent 

With the low orisons of those who throng'd 

To join the solemn service. On his knees 

The pastor pray'd ; and every echoing voice 

Peal'd back the supplication, as with faith 

In her Redeemer's mercy, Mary shar'd 

The consecrated bread. The rite perfqrm'd. 

The wretched father on the pallid hand 

Of his expiring daughter, plac'd the ring 

Which wedded her to her affianc'd one ; 

Then bending o'er the death-couch, in one clasp 

He join'd their hands — a beaming smile of joy 

Play'd o'er the features of the dying bride ; 

While her soft eves tum'd their last look of love 

Upon her new-made husband, ere they rais'd 

A long calm gaze to Heaven ; then closing, shut 

The light of day for ever out in death ! 

" The pure in heart hath pass'd away!" proclaim'd 

The father, as resign'd, he bent his knee, 

And look'd in faith to Heav'n : ** My Mary now 

" An angel, freed from the world's blighting bonds, 

** Hath fled to gain a crown of light on high ! 

Remember, Charles, her latest prayer to thee ; 

She still is thine : a God of peace and love 

Shields her beneath the shadow of his wings : 

Forget not her injunction — Go, my son, 

Be faithful to thy country ! She hatli need 

Of trusty hearts to serve her, for her straight 

Is imminent — fight for her liberty — 

As thou art brave, be true — God guard thee, boy,^ 
'* Go forth, and struggle for thy faSierland !" 

The widow'd husband started ; for those words 
Had woke the hero in his heart — one look. 
One long and anguish'd look upon the dead 
He tum'd, and fled the chamber. 
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In orazi6n pass6 il padre la n6tte 
£ in preparare a seppellir la figlia. 

II ricomparso S61e ^ra al meriggio» 
Qaando, recato sulle bracda fide 
Di m^sti amici, nscir di queUa casa 
II f^retro si vide che chiud^a 
La 8p6glia immacolata di Maria. 
Suonavan' 6ra a pianto le campane ; 
£ sparso il cimit^rio ^ra di g^nte. • • 
Di g^nte arnica, che piang^a in sil^nzio. 

Di^tro il f^retro primo si ved^va 
Venire il padre, ch' esprim^a nel v61to 
L'uomo, che, af&itto, si confida in Dio! 
— Po' ch6 deir acqua santa e dell' inc^nso 
£ delle pr^ p6i gli iiltimi riti. ... 
Gli ^Itimi on6ri ^bbe alle sp6glie ei r^si» 
Con f6rmo passo, in atto {tmile e pio, 
F^cesi al lu6go appr^sso* 6ve la t^rra 
Dov^a la figlia acc6rre. — 

n catal^tto 
Av6an' le fiini al f6ndo della fbssa 
Gik gik depdsto : e gik si preparaya 
(Nel suo Sign6r fortissimo) a gettanri 
P6chi grani di tferra il genit<5re, 
Quando di p61ye un nilvolo da lunge 
Approssimar fii visto : indi un confuso 
Ilom6r s' udi, che, fkttosi gik pr^sso, 
Tu6n diventb di g^miti e di strida, 
Finch^ d' insanguinati fuggitivi 
Turba si vide uscir di quella nube, 
Che> spaventata, entrare in ispav^nto 
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Through the night 
The father watch'd and pray'd; or laviah'd cares 
Upon his sainted child. 

The noontide snn 
Rose high in Heaven npon the morrow. Slow 
And solemn mov'd the funeral train, who hore 
The sinless Mary to her early grave ; 
The dirge-like bells gave forth a heavy note : 
And in the place of graves, a throng of friends 
Wept out their grief in silence. Following dose 
Behind the dead, the pastor mov'd along 
Stricken, but patient in unshaken faith : 
Above the clay he pray'd, the holy rites 
Firmly he paid; and then, with ^altering step. 
He slowly mov'd still nearer to the edge 
Of the low grave which held his lovely one ! * 
With trembling hand a portion of the soil 
He rais'd, to cast upon the coffin lid. 
Thus blending dust with dust — when lo, a cloud 
Was seen afar, and as it mov'd along, 
A sound was heard, a wild and withering sound 
Of groans, and lamentations, shrieks, and wails ! 
Nearer it came — and human forms were seen 
Sullied with blood and flying from their foes. 
Now quail'd each heart at its own prophecy. 
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F^ i c6r pur essi, che mm m^i dmanzi 
Av^an' tim6r saputo c6sa f6sse. 

Al primo di que' miseri andante, 
Brutto di sangue e p61vere, " Che r^hi ?" 
(Domand6 il padre) 

" fe la cittk caduta !*' 
" Caduta ?..<,,e Carlo?" 

'' Qual l^on fer6ce 
** Pugnando ^ m6rto *' 

•* E m6rto!!! (in basse voci 
Ei si ripet^ s^co il genit6re) 
E p6i continuai^do, " Oh Sign6r mio !" 
(Disse in suo c6r) " Signore ! ^q del s^rvo 
" Compiuto il sacrifizio ! Ch' i' t' amfd 
" ^S^ ramm^nta. . . . e quanto I — Se la s^rie 
" Delle sventure mie basta a placf^e, 
" Di Ge&h Cristo in n6me, I'ira Tua, 
*' Ch'ico' peccati mi^i mi meritai, 
** Oggi ^^^ s6no Tuo V iarale acc6gli 
** Tuo servitdr pentito. . . .e mi da' pace !" 
IH^ il c^nno Iddio : e V kngelo di m6rte 
Li^ye V 6mbra pass6 della man sua 
Sulle palp^bre del cristian fed61e, 
Perch' ei, si come s6nno lo pigliasse, 
Qui cadde in t^rra. . . .e si dest6 nel ci^lo ! 



FINE. 
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The boldest like the basest. One at length 
Of the lost fiigpitives, spent, smear'd with blood, 
Reach'd that calm grave yard. 

«* Tell thy fearful news—" 
The stricken pastor murmur'd : 

" All is lost— 
** The city swarms with tyrants"— 

*' And my son ?" 
" He died the lion's death"— 

" Is he too dead ?" 
Gasp'd out the childless man ; then silently 
Within his spirit- depths he breath'd a pray'r 
To the most Holy One. 

" Almighty Lord, 
" The sacrifice which Thou hast sought of me 
" Is made, and they are Thine — and died for Thee ! 
" I am Thy servant. Lord, remember me 
*' To-day when I am stricken ; above all 
" Of earth and earthly pleasures, have I lov'd 
" Thy laws, oh God ! If then my worldly woci 
" Be deem'd sufficient in Thy sight (combined 
** With my Redeemer's merits) to appease 
" The holy wrath, which by my many sins 
" I have drawn down in justice on myself, 
** Do Thou in mercy. Lord, receive me now 
*' Into Thy heavenly peace — unto Thyself 
** Take me — and give me rest!" 

His pray'r was heard— 
God gave the sign ; and o'er his forehead pass'd 
The hand of the Destroyer ; while like one 
Who sinks, o'erwhelm'd by weariness, to sleep. 
The Christian slumber'd by his daughter's grave. 
And woke again to dwell a Saint in Heayen ! 
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